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Ih ft toler&blj well-known passage in one of hia eaaajs Da 
Qomcej csurac>Tates the multifons attammeuU and powea 
of Coleridge, and tbe corrcspoDdiog varieties of deniBBd 
made by them on any one who ehoald aspire to become tbia 
many-aided man's biographer. The description is slightly 
touched with the humoroua hyperbole characteristic of its 
author; but it is in substance just, and I cannot but wiah 
tbat it were possible, within the limits of a preface, to set out 
the whole of it in excuse for the many inevitable' shortcom- 
ings of this voinme. Having thus made an " exhibit " of it, 
there would only remain to add that the difficulties with 
vhicb De Quincey confronts an intending biograpbor of 
Colerid^ must necessarily be multiplied many-fold by the 
conditions under which this work is here attempted. Ho 
complete biography of Coleridge, at least on any important 
■ scale of dimensions, is in existence ; no critical appreciation 
of his work im a. whale, and as correlated with the drcum- 
stances and affected by the changes of his life, has, so ion aa I 
am aware, been attempted. To perform eitber of these two 
taska adequately, or even with any approach to adequacy, a 
writer should at least have the elbow-room of a portly vol- 
ume. To attempt the two together, therefore, and to attempt 
tliem within the limita prescribed to the manuals of thia 
series, ia an enterprise which I think should claim, from all 
at least who are not ofTendcd by its audacity, an almost un- 
bounded indulgence. 



Tl ritEFATORT NOTE. 

The supply of material for a Life of Coleridge is fairly 
plentiful, though it is not very easily come by. For the most 
part it needs to be huntfid up or fished up — those accustomed 
to the work will appreciate the difference between the two 
processes — frooi a conaiderable THriety of contemporary doc- 
uments. Completed biography of the poct-pbiloBopber there 
IB none, as has been said, in existeuce; and the one volume 
of the unfiniahed Life left ua by Mr. Gillman — a name never 
to be mentioned with disrespect, however difficult it may 
Hometimcs be to avoid doing so, by any one who honours the 
name and genius of Coleridge — covers, and that in but a 
loose and rambling fashion, no more than a few years. Mr. 
Cottle's Becollmtioni of Southq/, Wbrdgworth, and Galeridga 
contains some valuable information on certain points of im- 
portance, as also does the Letten^ Ccmvertationt, etc., of 8. T. O. 
by Mr. Allaop. Miss Meteyard'a Oroup of Eminent EngliA- 
men, throws much light on the relations between Coleridge 
and his early patrons, the Wedgwoods. Everything, wheth' 
er critical or biographical, that De Quincey wrote on Cole- 
ridgian matters requires, with whatever disconot, to bo care- 
fully studied. The Life of Worditcorth, by the Bishop of 
St. Andrews; T/ie Correspondenee of Southey ; the Rev. Der- 
went Coleridge's brief account of his father's life and writ- 
ings ; and the prefatory memoir prefixed to the 1880 edition 
of Coleridge's PoeUcal and Dramatic Worha, have all had to 
be consulted. But, after all, there remain several tantahaing 
gaps in Coleridge's life which refuse to be bridged over; and 
one cannot but think that there must be enough unpublished 
matter in the possession of his relorives, and the repreaenta- 
tives of his Mends and correspondents, to enable some at 
least, though doubtless not all, of these missing links to ha 
supplied. Perhaps upon a fitting occasion, and for an ade- 
quate purpose, these materials would be forthcoming. 
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CHAPTER I. 



BIBTH, FARENT&OB. JlOV E 



[1773-1794.] 

On the 21st of October, 1779, there was added to that roll 
of famoas Englishmen of whom Devonshire boasts the par- 
entage a new and not its least illustrioas name. Saudkl 
Taylor Coleridob was the son of the Rev. John Cole- 
ridge, vicar of Ottery St. Mary in that eonnty, and head- 
master of Henry Vlll.'a Free Grammar School in the same 
town. He was the youngest child of a lai^ family. To 
the vicar, who had been twice married, his first wife had 
home three children, and his second ten. Of these tatter, 
however, one son died in infancy; four others, together 
with the only daughter of the family, passed away before 
Samuel bad attained bis majority ; and thus only throe of 
his brothers, James, Edward, and George Coleridge, oat- 
lived the eighteenth century. The first of these three sur- 
vivors became the father of Henry Nelson Coleridge — who 
married bis cousin Sara, the poet's accomplished daughter, 
and edited his uncle's posthumous works — and of the late 
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Mr. Justice Coleridge, faiiaself tlic father of the present 
Lord Cbiiif-Jastice of England. Edward, the second of the 
threo, went, lite hie eldest brother William, to Pembroke 
College, Oxford, and like him took orders; and George, 
also educated at the eame college and for the same pro- 
fession, sncceeded eventually to his father's benefice and 
flchooL The vicar himself appears from all accounts to 
have been a man of more mark than most rural incumbents, 
and probably than a good many schoolmaatera of his day. 
He was a Hebrew scholar of some eminence, and the com- 
piler of a Latin gramroar, in which, among other innova- 
tions designed to simplify the study of the language for 
("boys jnst initiated," he proposed to substitute for the 
name of " ablative " that of " quale-quare-quidditivc case." 
The mixture of amiable simplicity and not unamiable ped- 
antry to which this stroke of nomenclature testifies was 
farther illuatrated in hia practice of diversifying his aer- 
Djoni to his village flock with Hebrew quotations, which 
h« always commended to their attention as "the imme- 
diate language of the Holy Ghost" — a practice which ex- 
posed his successor, himself a learned man, to the com- 
plaint of his rDBtio parishioners, that for all his erudition 
no "immediate language of the Holy Ghost" was ever to 
be heard from Aim. On the whole the Rev. John Cole- 
ridge appears to have been a gentle and kindly eccentric, 
whose combination of qualities may have well entitled him 
to be compared, as hia famona son was wont in after-life 
to compare him, to Parson Adams. 

Of the poet's mother we know little ; but it is to be 
gathered from such information as has come to us through 
Mr. Giilman from Coleridge himself, that, though reputed 
to have been a " woman of strong mind," she exercised 
lew influence on the formation of her son's mind and char- 
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actcr tban liaa freqaently been tlie case with the not re- 
markable mothers of remarkable racn. " She was," saya f 
Mr. Gillman, " an uDeducatud woman, induEtriously atten- I 
tive to her household duties, and devoted to the care of' 
her husband and family. Poaseasing none oven of the 
most common accomplishments of her day, she had neither 
love nor sympathy for the display of them in others. She \ 
disliked, bb she would say, yonr ' harpsichord ladies,' aud I 
strongly tried to impress upon her sons their little val- j 
oe" (that is, of the aecoraplisbmenta) "in tbcir choice 
of wives." And the final judgment upon bcr is that ahe"! 
was " a very good woman, though, like Martha, over care- 1 
ful in many things ; very ambitions for the advancement I 
of ber eons in life, but wanting, perhaps, that flow of heart I 
which her husband possessed so largely." Of Coleridge's 
boyhood and school -days we are fortunate in being able 
to conEtract an nnnsually clear and complete idea. Both 
from his own autobiographic notes, from the traditionary 
testimony of his family, and from the no lees valuable 
evidence of hie most distinguished schoolfellow, we know 
tiat his youthful character and habits assign him very con- 
spicuously to that perhaps somewhat small class of eminent 
men whose boyhood has given distinct indications of great 
tilings to come, Coleridge is as pronounced a specimen j 
of this class as Scott is of its opposite. Scott has shpj n 1 
the world ho w commonplace a boyhood may precede a 1 
gi Santv of extraord i nary powers. In Coleridge's case a / 
boy of truly extraordinary qnalities was father to one of 
the most remarkable of men. As tbe youngest of ten 
children (or of thirteen, reckoning t!ie vicar's family of 
tlirce by his first wife), Coleridge attributes the early bent 
of his diaposition to causes the potency of whieh one may 
be permitted to think that be has somcwhxl exaggerated. 
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It is not quite easy to believe that it was only through 
"certain jealousies of old Molly," Lis brother Frank's 
"dotingly fond nurse," and the infusions of these jeal- 
ousies into his brother's mind, that he was drawn " from 
life in motion to life in thought and sensation." Tho 
physical impulses of boyhood, where they exist in vigour, 
are not so easily discouraged, and it is probable that they 
were naturally weaker and the meditaticc tendency stronger 
than Coleridge in after-life imagiued. But to continue : 
"I never played," he proceeds, "except by myself, and 
then only aeting over what I had been reading or fancy- 
ing, or half one, half the other" (a practiee commoii 
enough, it may be remarked, among boys of by no means 
morbidly imaginative habit), " cutting down weeds and 
nettles with a stick, as one of the seven champions of 
/ Christendom. Alas! I had all the simplicity, all the do- 
cility of the little child, but none of the child's habits, I 
Dever thought as a child — never had the language of a 
child." So it fared with him during the period of his 
home instruction, the first eight years of his life ; and his 
father having, as scholar and schoolmaster, no doubt noted 
tho strange precocity of his youngest son, appears to have 
devoted especial attention to his training. " In my ninth 
year," he continues, " my most dear, most revered father 
died suddenly. O that I might so pass away, if, like him, 

il were an Israelite without guile. The i 
ther, my revered, kind, learned, simple-hi 
a religion to me." 

Before he had attained his tenth ycai 
to Christ's Hospital was obtained for him by that emiuent 
judge Mr. Justice BiiUer, a former pupil of his father's ; 
and he was entered at the school on the ISth July, 1783. 
His early bent towards poetry, though it displayed itself 



j'of my fa-l 
d father, is/ 
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CHRIST'S HOSPITAL. G 

in youthful verse of unuanai merit, U a less UDCommon 
and aneBtiog characteristic than hia precocious speculative 
activity. Many a raw boy " lisps in numbers, for the num- 
bers come ;" but few discourse Alexandrian metaphysics 
at the same age, for the very good reason that the meta- 
physics as a rule do not " come." And even among those 
youths whom curiosity, or more often vanity, iuducea to 
dabble in such studies, one would find few indeed over 
whom they have oaat such an irreaistibie spell as to es- 
trange them for a while from poetry altogether. That 
this was the experience of Coleridge we have his own 
words to ahow, Hia son and biographer, the Rev. Der- 
went Coleridge, has a little antedated the poet's stages of 
development in stating that when his father was sent to 
Christ's Hospital in his eleventb year be was " already a 
poet, and yet more cbaracteriatieally a metaphysician." A 
poet, yes, and a precocious scholar perhaps to boot, but a 
metaphyaician, no ; for " the delightful sketch of him by 
his friend and soboolfellow Charles Lamb" was pretty ev- 
idently taken not at " this period " of his life but some 
years later. Coleridge's own account of the matter in the 
£iograpkia Literaria ' js clear, " At a very premature 
age, even before my fifteenth year," he aays, " I had be- 
wildered myaelt in mctaphyaics and in theological con- 
troversy. Nothing else pleased me. History and partic- 
ular facta lost all interest in my mind. Poetry (though 
for a schoolboy of that age I was above par in English 
versification, and had already produced two or three com- 

* He tells UB in the Biographia Literaria that he hud translated 

the eight h^us of Synosiua from the Greek into English anacreon- 

" before his fifleeatb jaar." It is reasooable to suppose, there- 

I fere, that he had more scbolarahip in 1783 than moBt bojs of tea 
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poeitiOBS which I may venture to s&y were somewhat above 
noediocrity, and which hud guiucd me more credit tlitto the 
sonnd good sense of my old master was at all pleased with), 
— poetry, itself, yea, novels and romance, became insipid 
to me." He goes on to deBcribe how highly delighted he 
waa if, during his friendless wanderings on leave-days, " any 
paesenger, espedally if be were dressed in black," would 
enter with liim into a conversation, which he soon foaud 
the means of directing to his favourite subject of " provi- 
dence, foreknowledge, will, and fate ; fixed fate, free-will, 
foreknowledge absolute." Undoubtedly, it is to this peri- 
od that one should refer Lamb's well-known description of 
" Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Logician, Metaphysioiaii, Bard." 

" How biTe I seen the casual pasa^r thruugh the cloiatcra stand 
Still, entranced with admiration (while he weighed the diaproporticm 
between the apeecb and tJie garb of tbe young Miraadula), to hear 
thee unfold b thj' deep and ewefC intooationa the mjateries of lam- 
blicbus or Plotinus (for even in thoac years thou waiedst not pale at 
encb pbiloBophio draughts), op reciting Homer in tbe Greek, or Pin- 
dar, vhile the walls of tbe old Grej Friars re-echoed with tbe acoents 
of tbe impired eharity-bay.^' 

It is interesting to note such a point as that of the 
"deep and sweet intonations" of the youthful voice — 
its most notable and impressive characteristic in after- 
life. Another schoolfellow describes the young philos- 
opher as " tall and striking in person, with long blaek 
hair," and as commanding " much deference " among hia 
schoolfellows. Soch was Coleridge between his fifteenth 
and aeventocnth year, and such continued to be the state 
of his mind and the direction of his studies nntil he was 
won back again from what he calls " a preposterous pur- 
suit, injurious to his natural powers and to the progress of 
his education," by — it is difficult, even after the most paina- 
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taking etudy of its esplanation^ to record tbe phenome- 
non nithont astonislitDent — a perusal of the sonnets of 
WUliam Lislo Bowles. Etoferring, however, for the pres- 
ent any research into the occult operation of this convert- 
ing agency, it will be enough to note Coleridge's own 
Bflsurance of its perfect efficacy. lie was completely cured 
for the time of his metaphysical malady, and " well were 
it for me perhaps," he exclaims, " had I never relapsed 
into the same mental disease; if I had continued to plnct 
the flowers and reap the harvest from the cultivated sur- 
face instead of jnlv j p g jp the unwholesome quicks ilver 
minja.Jlf metajihyai c depths. " And he goes on to add, in . 
a passage fdl of the pecuSiar melancholy beaoty of his 
prose, and full too of instruction for tbe biographer, "But 
if, in after-time, I have sought a refuge from bodily piun 
and mismanaged sea3i'bilityJii_ai)strose_researchj!3,jvhioh_. 
Meroise^^^ejtrength^ftnd sabt lety of ^he ^n^e^standing 
without awakening the feelings of tlie-J>aail..tbere was a 
'?'?£. wiJ?IP5S§^..iH^??L^lt-dilEisg_whjcli- my. JOsturalJsest^ 
ties were al_lo,wed to expand and my oiiginal tendencies 
J develop themselves — my fancy, and_tlia Ipyg pf_nature, 
and the sense of feeautj in forma and sounds." This "long 
and blessed interval " endured, as we shall see, for some 
eleven or twelve years. 

His own account of his seduction from the paths of 
poetry by the wiles of philosophy is that physiology acted 
as the go-between. His brother Luke had come up' to 
London to walk the hospitals, and young Samuel's insatia- 
ble intellectual curiosity immediately inspired him with a 
desire to share his brother's pursuit. " Every Saturday I 
could make or obtain leave, to the London Hospital trudged 
I. 01 the bliss if I was permitted to bold the plasters 
or attend the dressings. ... I became wild to be appren- 
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tieed to a sorgeon ; English, Latin, yea, Greek bookB of 
medicine read I inccs.'iaiitly. Blaucbard's Latin Medical 
Dictionary I had nearly by heart. Briefly, it was a wild 
dream, which, gradually blending with, gradually gave way 
to, a rage for metaphysics occasioned by the essaya on 
Liberty and NeceBsity in Cato's Lelter», and more by the- 
ology." ' At the appointed hour, however, Bowles the 
emancipator eame, aa has been said, to bis relief, and hav- 
ing opportnnely fallen in Ioto with the eldest daughter of 
a/widow ladyjof whose son he had been the patron and 
protector ai school, we may easily imagine that his libera- 
tion from the spell of reietaphysies was complete. " From 
this time," he says, " to my nineteenth year, when I quitted 
schoolfor Jesus, Cambridge, was the era of poetry and lore." 
Of Coleridge's university days we know less ; bnt the 
accouDt of his schoolfellow, Charles Le Grioe, accords, so 
far as it goes, with what would have been anticipated from 
the poet's school life. Although " very studious," and not 
nnambitioua of academical honours — within a few months 
of his entering at Jesus he won the Browne Gold Meda] 
for a Greek Ode on the Slave-trade' — bis reading, hia 
friend admits, was "desultory and capricious. He took 

1 Oillman, pp. £2, 23. 

' Ot this Coleridge afterwards remarlted with justice that its 
"ideas were better than the Iftngnage or metre in which thaj were 
oonveyed." Poraon, with little mflgnaniinity, as De Quineey com- 
pluna, was severe upon its Grcelt, but its main conception — an ap- 
POl) to Death to come, a ivelcome delirerer to the alavoB, and to bear 
them to shores where " they tnny t«il their beloved ones what hoirors 
the;, being men, had endured from men" — is moving and effective. 
De Quineey, however, was undoubtedly right in his opinion that 
Coleridge's Greek scholarship was not of the exact order, 
echolar could, for instance, have died in the faith (as Coleridge did] 
that t'oriifff (S. T. C.) raeau3 " l,c stnod," and not '■ he placed." 
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little exercise merely for the sake of exercise, but he was 
read; at any time to unbend liis mind io coQveraation, 
and for the sake of this his room vab a constant rendez- 
Tona of conversation-lofing friends. I viW not call them 
loungers, for they did not call to kill time but to enjoy 
it." From the same record we gather that Coleridge'a 
interest in current politics was already keen, and that he 
was an eager reader, not only of Burkfi's famons contribn- 
tdoDS thereto, but even a devourer of all the pamphlets 
which swarmed during that agitated period from the press. 
The desultory student, however, did not altogether inters 
mit his academical studies. In 1793 he competed for an- 
other Greek verse prize, this time nnsuccessfnlly. He af- 
terwards described his ode On Astronomy as " the finest 
Greek poem I ever wrote ;" ' but, whatever may have been 
its merits from the point of view of scholarship, the Eng- 
lish translstion of it, made eight years after by Southey 
(in which form alone it now exists), seems hardly to estab- 
lish its title to the peculiar merit claimed by its author for 
his earlier effort The long vacation of this year, spent by 
Lim in Devonshire, is also interesting as having given birth 
to one of tbe most cbaracteriatie of the Juvenile Poemi, 
the SoRffs of the Fixies, and tbe closing months of 1793 
were marked by the moat singular episode in the poet's 
earlier career. 
It is now perhaps impossible to ascertain whether the 



' Adding, "that which gained the prize wbs contemptible "- 
expression of opinion bardlj in accordance nith Lc Orice's i 
(" Recollections" in Ofnileman't Ma^oMiie for 1896) Ihnt "no one 
wna more convinced of the propriety u( tlie decision than Goleridga 
himaelf." Ur. Le Grice, however, bears valuable tcatimonjr to OoU' 
ridge's disippointment, though 1 think be eiaggentles its iuBuenoe in 
determining bis career. 
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Icauae of this strange adventure of Coleridge's was " cbngrin 
at bis diBappointment in a love affftlr'* or "a fit of dcjeo- 
tJoQ and dcspondcnc}' caused by some debta Dot atDOunting 
to a hundred pounds ;" but, actuated by some impulse or 
other of restless disquietude, Coleridge suddenly qaitted 
Cambridge and came up, very slenderly provided with 
money, to London, where, after a few days' sojourn, be-i 
was compelled by pressure of actual need to enlist, under ■ 
the name of Silas Titus Coinberback ' (S. T. C), as a pri- 
vate in the 15th Light Dragoons. It may seem strange ta 
say so, but it strikes one as quite conceivable that the 
world might have been a gainer if fat« had feept Coleridge 
a little longer in the ranks titan the four months of hia 
actual service. As it was, however, his military esperi- 
ences, unlike those of Gibbon, were of no subsequent ad- 
vantage to him. He was, as he tells us, an execrable rider, 
a negligent groom of his horae, and, generally, a slack and 
slovenly trooper; but before drill mid discipline had bad 
time to make a smart soldier of him, he chanced to attract 
the attention of his captain by having written a Latin quo- 
tation on the white nail of the stables at Reading, This 
officer, who it seems was either able to translate the ejac- 
ulation, " Bhcu ! quam infortunii miserrimum est fniase 
felicem,"' or, at any rate, to recognise the language it was 

' It Is cbaractenBtic of the punctilious inaccuracy of Mr. Cattle 
(Jitcollediinit, it 54) tbat he should insist that the assumed najne wu 
" Cumberbalch, oot Ciimberback," though Coleridge has himself Gied 
the real name b; the jest, " Hy hubila were so little equestrinn that 
mj horse, I doubt not, was of that opinion." This circnmatanee, 
dioagh triSiog, does not predispose us to accept unquesUoningly Itr. 
Cottle's highly particularised ticcouot of Coleridge's experience with 
his rcgimciit. 

t "In onmi sdvcrsitate fortuns, iufeiicisBimum genus e«t infoc- 
tanii fuisse felicem." — Soethim. 
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written in, interested himself forthwith on behalf of his 
Bcholu-Iy recruit." Coleridge's discbai^e was obtained at 
Hoanelow on April 10, 1T94, and he returned to Cam- 
bridge. 

The jear was destined to be eventful for him in more 
waji than one. In June he went to Oxford to pay a visit 
to an old schoolfellow, where an accidental introdaction to 
Robert Southey, then an undergraduate of Balliol, Inid the 
foundation of a friendship destined largely to influence 
their future lives. In the course of the following August 
he came to Bristol, where he was met by Southey, and 
by him introduced to Robert Lovell, through whom and 
Southey he made the acquuintance of two persons of con- 
siderable, if not exaetlv equal, importance to any young 
author — his first publisher and hie future wife. Robert 
Lovell already knew Mr. Joseph Cottle, brother of Amos 
Cottle (Byron's "0! Amos Cottle 1 Phoebus! what a 
Dame''), and himself a poet of some pretensions; and he 
had married Mary Fricker, one of whose sisters, Edith, was 
already engaged to Southey ; while another, Sara, was aft- 
erwards to become Mrs. Coleridge. 

As the marriage turned out on t!ie whole an unhappy 
one, the present may be a convenient moment for consid- 
ering how far its future character was determined by pre- 
viously existing and unalterable conditions, and how far 
it may be regarded as the result of subsequent events, 
De Quincey, whose acute and in many respects most val- 
uable monograph on the poet touches its point of least 
trustworthiness in matters of this kind, declares roundly. 
and on the alleged authority of Coleridge himself, that 

' Hiss Mitfori], in her ReeoHteliiins of a lAttntry Life, iDterMtlngly 
TMords tbe active share takea by her futher in proouring the learned 
iBooper'B discharge. 
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tbe very primary and eaacDtial prerequisite of happiness 
waa wanting to the union. Coleridge, lie saya, assured' 
I him that his marriage was "not his own deliberate act,l 
] but was in a manner forced upon his sense of honour byi 
the BCrupnlons Southey, who insisted that he had gone too 
/ far in his attentions to Miss Fricker for any honourable re- 
) treat," On the other hand, he adds, " a neutral spectator 
of the parties protested to me that if ever in his life he 
hod seen a man under deep fascination, and what he would 
have called desperateiy io love, Coleridge, in relation to 
Uisa F., was that man." One need not, I think, feel much 
hesitation in preferring this " nentral spectator's " state- 
ment to that of the discontented husband, made several 
years after the mutual estrangement of the couple, and 
with no great propriety perhaps, to a new acquaintance- 
There is abundant evidence in his own poems alone that at 
the ttrne of, and for at least two or three years subsequent- 
ly to, his marriage Coleridge's feeling towards his wife waa 
one of profound and indeed of ardent attachraent. It is 
of course quite possible that the passion of so variable, im- 
pulsive, and irresolute a temperament as his rony have had 
its hot and cold fits, and that during one of the latter 
phases Sonthey may have imagined that his friend needed 
some such remonstrance as that referred to. But this is 
not nearly enough to support the assertion that Coleridge's 
marriage was " in a manner forced upon his sense of hon- 
our," and was not his own deliberate act. It was as de- 
liberate as any of his other acts during the years 1?94 
I?9fi, — that is to say, it was as wholly inspired by the 

Ithnsiasm of the moment, and as nttcriy ungoverncd by 
anything in the nature of calculation on the possibilities 
the future. He feil in love with Sara Pricker as he fell 
loTe with the French Revolution and with the scheme of 
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" Pantiaocracy," and it ia indeed extremely probable that the 
emotions of the lover and the socialist may have subtly acted 
and reacted upon each other. The Pantisocratic scheme was 
essentially based at its outset upon a union of kindred sonis, 
for it was dearly necessary of course that each male mem- 
ber of the little community to be founded on the banks of 
the Susqnehauna should take with him a wife. Soutbey 
and Lovell had theirs in the persons of two sisters ; they 
were his friends and fellow-workers in the scheme ; and 
they had a sympathetic sister-in-law disengaged. Fate 
therefore seemed to designate her for Coleridge, and with 
the personal attraction which she no doubt exerted over bim 
there may well have mingled a dash of that mysterions pas- 
won for symmetry which prompts a man to " complete the 
BeL" After all, too, it must be remembered that, though 
Mrs. Coleridge did not permanently retain her hold upon 
her husband's affections, she got considerably the better 
of those who shared them with her. Coleridge found out 
the objections to Pantisocracy in a very short space of 
time, and a decided coolness had sprung up between him 
and Madame la Revolution before another two years had 
passed. 

The whole history indeed of this latter liaison is most 
remarkable, and no one, it seems to me, can hope to form 
an adequate conception of Coleridge's essential instability / 
of character without bestowing somewhat closer attention 
upon this passage in his intellectual development than it 
naually receives. It is not uncommon to see the cases of 
Wordsworth, Southey, and Coleridge lumped together in- 
discriminately, as interequivalcnt illustrations of the way 
in which the young and generous minds of that era were 
first fascinated and then repelled by the French Revolu- 
tion. As a matter of fact, however, the last of the three 
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aiM8 differed in certain very importctnt respects from Hk 
two former. Coleridge not only took the " f renzy-f eyer " 
in a more violent form than either Wordsworth or Sonthey, 
and nttered wilder things in bis deliritim than they, bat 
tho paroxysm was mnch shorter, the imjntdiafe reaction 
more violent in its effects, and brought about by slighter 
causes in his case than in theirs. This will appear more 
clearly when we come to contrast the poems of 1764 and 
1795 with those of 1797. For the present it must suffice" 
to say that while the history of Coleridge's relations to 
the French Revolution is intellectual ly more interesting 
than that of Wordsworth's and Southey'a, it plainly indi- 
cates, even in that early period of the three lives, a mind 
faj^ojejit^^e_jngrej;jpf_^eMeiUi3!ij.traaaitoiy sen tiroent 
than belonged to either of the others, and ^r leM disposed 
.^an theirs to review the aspiratioii^ of the_moment_ by the 
ataadyjight of the practical judgment^ 

This, however, is anticipating matters. We are still in 
the summer of 1794, and we left Coleridge at Bristol with 
Southey, Lovell, and the Miss Frickera. To this year be- 
longs that remarkable experiment in playwriting at high 
pressure, The Fall of Eoliespierre. It originated, we learn 
from Southey, in " a sportive conversation at poor Lov- 
ell's," when each of the three friends agreed to produce 
one act of a tragedy, on the subject indicated in the above 
title, by the following evening. Coleridge was to write 
tho first, Southey the second, and Lovell the third. Southey 
and Lovell appeared the next day with their acts complete, 
Coleridge, characteristically, with only a part of hia. Lov- 
ell's, however, was found not to be in keeping with the 
other two, so Southey supplied the third as well aa the 
second, by which time Coleridge had completed the first. 
The tragedy was afterwards published entire, and is usual- 
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ly iDOIudcd in complete editions of Coleridge's puetical 
worba. It ia an extremely immature prcxIuctioD, aboand- 
iDg in such coquettingH (if nothing mom aci-ioiia) with bo- 



Aloof thou Htondeet from the tottering pillar, 
Anil liko u Frii;lilGd cliild beliiail its motlier, 
Hiiieet tb; pale faoa in tha skirts of Hare; i" 



To 



' Liberty, condenaed awhile, ia bursting 
ic&tteT the arch-chemist in the cxpluaioa." 



Coleridffc also contributed to Southey's Joan nf Are cer- 
tain lines of which, many years afterwards, he wrote jd 
this humorously exaggerated but by no means wholly un- 
just tone of censure: — "I was really astonished (l) nt the 
schoolboy, wretched, allegoric machinery ; (2) at the ti-ans- 
tni^rification of the fanatic Virago into a modern novel- 
pawing proselyte of the Age of Reason — a Tom Paino in 
petticoats ; (3) at the utter want of all rhythm in the verse, 
the monotony and dead plumb-down of the pauses, and 
at the absence of all bone, muscle, and sinew in the single 
lines." 

In September Coleridge returned to Cambridge, to keep 
what turned out to be his last term at Jesus. We may 
fairly suppose that he had already made up his mind to 
bid adieu to the Alma Mater whose bosom he was about 
lO quit for that of a more venerable and, as ho then believed, 
a gentler mother on the bauks of the Susquehanna ; but it 
ia not impossible that in any case his departure might have 
been expedited by the remonstrances of college authority, 
Dr. Pearce, Master of Jesns, and afterwards Dean of Ely, 
did all he conld, records a frieDd of a somewhat later date, 
"to keep him within bounds; hut his repeated efforts to 
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reclaim him were to no purpose, and upon c 
after a long discussion on tiie visionary and ruinous ten- 
dency of liis later sciiemes, Coleridge cut short the argu- 
ment by blantly assuring him, his friend and master, that 
be mistook the matter altogether. He was neither Jaco- 
bin,' he said, nor Democrat, but a Pantlsocrat." And, 
leaving the good doctor to digest this new and strange epi- 
thet, Coleridge bade farewell to his collage and his u 
Bity, and went forth into that world with which be waj 
wage 30 painful and variable a struggle. 

' CarrljoD'a Surly Ytar* and latt Se/hdiotii, voL i. p. S7> 
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[1794-1797.] 

Thk reflections of the worthy Muster of Jeaaa upon the 
Btrange reply of the wayward young undergraduate would 
have been involved in even greater perplexity if he could 
have looked forward a few montha into the future. For 
after a winter gpent in Londoo, and enlivened by those 
Tioetes ecenaque De&m at the " Cat and Salutation," which 
Lamb has so charmingly recorded, Coleridge returned with 
Southey to Bristol at the beginning of 1795, and there 
proceeded to deliver a series of lectures which, whatever 
their other merits, would certainly not have assisted Dr. 
Pearce to grasp the distinction between a Pantisocrat and 
a Jacobin. As a scholar and a man of literary taste he 
might possibly have admired the rhetoi'ical force of the 
following outburst, but, considering that the "he" here 
gibbeted in capitals was no loss a peraonago than the 
" heaven-bom minister " himself, a plain man might well 
have wondered what additional force the vocabulary of 
Jacobinism could have infused into the language of Pan- 
tisocracy. After summing up the crimes of the Roign of 
Terror the lecturer asks ; " Who, my brethren, was the 
cause of this guilt if not hx who supplied the occasion and 
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the motive! Heaven hath bestowed on that man a por- 
tion of its ubiquity, and ^ven bim ao actual presence in 
the sacraments of bell, wberevcr administered, in all the 
bread of bitterness, in all the cups of blood." And in 
general, indeed, the Condoiies ad Populum, as Coleridge 
named these lectures on their subsequent publication, were 
rather calculated to bewilder any of the youthful lectur- 
er's well-wishers who might be anxious for some means of 
discriminating his attitude from that of the Hardys, the 
Home Tookes, and the Thelwalls of the day. A little 
warmth of language might no doubt be allowed to a young 
friend of liberty in discussing legislation which, in the ret- 
rospect, has staggered even so staunch a Tory as Sir Ar- 
chibald Alison ; but Coleridge's denunciation of the Pitt 
and Grenville Acts, in a lecture entitled The Plot Digeov- 
ered, is occasionally startling, even for that day of fierce 
passions, in the fierceneas of its language. It is interesting, 
however, to note the ever-active play of thought and rea- 
soning amid the very storm and stress of political passion. 
Coleridge is never for long together a mere doclaimer on 
popular rights and ministerial tyranny, and even this in- 
dignant address contains a passage of extrcinely just and 
thoughtful analysis of the constituent elements of despot- 
ism. Throughout the spring and summer of 1795 Cole- 
ridge continued his lectures at Bristol, his head still sim- 
mering—though less violently, it may be suspected, every 
month — with Pantisocraoy, and certainly with all liia kin- 
dred political and religions enthusiasms unabated. A study 
of these crude but vigorous addresses reveals to us, as does 
the earlier of the early poems, a mind struggling with its 
half-formed and ever-changing conceptions of the world, 
and, as is usual at such peculiar phases of an intellectual 
development, affirming its temporary beliefs with a fervour 
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and vehemence directly proportioned to the recency of 
their birth. Commenting on the Condones ad Populum 
many years afterwards, and invokini^ them a« witneases to 
his political consistency as an autlior, Coleridge remarked 
that with the exception of "two or three pages involving 
the doctrine of philosophical necessity and tTnitarianiBm," 
he saw little or nothing in these oatbursts of bis youthfnl 
zeal to retract, and, with the exception of "some flame- 
coloared epithets*' applied to persons, as to Mr. Pitt and 
others, "or rather to personifications" — for such, he says, 
they really were to him — as little to regret 

We now, however, arrive at an event important in the 
life of every man, and which inflaenced that or Coleridge 
to an extent not the less certainly extraordinary because 
diffioalt, if not iraposaible, to define with exactitude. On 
the 4th of October, 1795, Coleridge was married at St. 
Mary Eedcliffe Church, Bristol, to Sarah (or as he pre- 
ferred to spell it Sara) Fricker, and withdrew for a time 
from the eager intellectual life of a political lecturer to the 
contemplative quiet appropriate to the honeymoon of a 
poet, spent in a sequestered cottage amid beautiful sceneiy, 
and within sound of the sea. No wonder that among such 
surroundings, and with such belongings, the honeymoon 
shonld have extended from one month to three, and indeed 
that Coleridge should have waited till his youthful jeam- 
ingB for a life of action, and perhaps (though that would 
have lent itself less gracefully to his poem of farewell to 
his Clevedon cottage) his increasing sense of the necessity 
of supplementing the ambrosia of love with the bread and 
cheese of mortals, compelled him to re-enter the world. 
No wonder he should have delayed to do so, for it is as 
easy to perceive in his poems that these were days of un- 
clouded happiness as it is melancholy to reflect by how 
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few others like them hb life nas destined to be brightened. 
The ^olian Harp has no more than the moderate merits, 
with its full share of the characteriHtJc faults, of his ear- 
lier productions; hut one cannot help "reading into it" 
the poet's after-life of disappointment and disilloMon — es- 
trangement from the " beloved woman " in whose affection 
be was then reposing; decay and disappearance of those 
"flitting phantasies" with which he was then so joyously 
trifling, and the bitterly ironical scholia which fate was 
preparing for Buch lines as 

"And tranquil muse upon tranquillity." 

One cannot in fact refrain from mentally comparing the 
jEolian Harp of 1796 with the Dejeclion of 1803, and 
no one who has thoroughly felt the spirit of both poems 
can make that comparison without emotion. The former 
piece is not, as has been said, in a literary sense remark- 
able. With the exception of the one point of metrical 
style, to be touched on presently, it has almost no note of 
poetic distinction save such as belongs of right to any 
aimple record of a mood which itself forms the highest 
poetry of the average man's life ; and one well knows 
whence came the criticism of that MS. note inscribed by 
8. T, C. in a copy of the second edition of his early po- 
ems, "This I think the most perfect poem I ever wrote. 
Bad may he the best, perhaps." One feels that the an- 
notator might just as well have written, " How perfect was 
the happiness wliich this poem recalls 1" for this is really 
all that Coleridge's eulogium, wiLh its touching bias from 
the hand of memory, amounts to. 

It has become time, however, to apeak more generally 
of Coleridge's early poems. The peaceful winter months 
of 1795-90 were in all likelihood spent in an'anging and 
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revi^Dg the products of those poetia impulses wliich lud 
more or less actively stirred within him from his seven- 
teenth year upwards; and in April, 1797, there appeared 
at Bristol a volume of eome fifty pieces entitled Poems on 
VarioM Subjects, 6y S. T. Coleridge, late of Jesus College, 
Cambridge. It was puhliahcd by his friend Cottio, who, 
in a mixture of the generous with the speculative instinct, 
tad given him thirty guineas for the copyright. Its con- 
tents are of a miscellaDCous kind, consisting partly of 
rhymed irregular odes, partly of a collection of Sonneti 
on Eminent Characters, nnd partly (and principally) of a 
blank-verse poem of several hundred lines, then, and in- 
deed for years afterwards, regarded by many of the poet's 
admirers as his masterpiece — the ReligioUi Musings.' 

To the second edition of these poems, which was pub- 
lished in the following year, Coleridge, at all times a cjiH 
did critic ( to the limited extent to which it is possible cvem 
for the finest judges to be so) of his own works, prefixed 
a preface, wherein he remarks that bis poems have been 
" rightly charged with a profusion of double epithets and 
a general tui^dness," and adds that he has " pruned the 
double epithets with no sparing band," and used his best 
efforts to tame the swell and glitter both of thought and 
diction, " The latter fault, however, had," he continues, 
"so insinuated itself into my Religious Musings with such 
intricacy of union that sometimes I have omitted to dis- 
entangle the weed from fear of snapping the flower," 
This is plain-spoken criticism, but I do not think that any 
reader who is competent to pronounce judgment on the 
point will he inclined to deprecate its severity. Nay, in 
order to get done with fault-finding as soon as possible, it 

' The Toliune coataiued also three aonneta by Chftrlee Lamb, (>□• 
ot which was destined to have a somewhat curious Metoi?. 
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mnst porhape be added that the admitted targidncse of the 
poems is often Bomething more than a niei'Q defect of style, 
and that the verse is targid because the feeling which it 
expresses is exaggerated. The "yoathfol bard unknown 
to fame " who, in the Songa of Ike Pixies, is made to 
" heave the gentle miscTy of a sigh," is oniy doing a nat- 
ural thing deecrihed in ludicrously and unnaturally stUted 
terms; but the young admirer of the Robbers, who in- 
forms Schiller that if he wei* to meet bim in the evening 
wandering in his loftier mood " beneath some vast old 
tera peat-swinging wood," he would " gaze upon him a while 
in muto awe" and then "weep aloud in a wild ecstasy," 
endangers the reader's gravity not so much by extravB- 
gance of diction as by over-eSusiveness of sentiment. The 
former of these two offences differs from the latter by the 
difference between "fustian" and "gush." And there ia, 
in fact, more frequent exception to be taken to the charac- 
ter of the thought in these poems than to that of the style. 
The remarkable gift of eloquence, which seeras to have 
belonged to Coleridge from boyhood, tended naturaily to 
aggravate that very common fault of young poets whose 
faculty of expression has outstripped tlie growth of their 
intellectual and emotional experiences — the fault of wordi- 
ness. Page after page of the poems of 1796 is filled with 
what one cannot, on the most favourable terms, rank 
higher than rhetorical commonplace ; stanza after stanza 
falls pleasantly upon the ear without su^^sting any image 
sufficiently striking to arrest the eye of the imagination, 
- or awakening any thought sufficiently novel to lay hold 
upon the mind. The jEoHan Harp has been already re- 
ferred to as a pleasing poem, and reading it, as we must, 
in constant recollection of the circumstances in which it 
was written, it unquestionably is so. But in none of the 
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descriptions either of external objects or of internal feel- 
ing whioli are to be found in this and its companion -piece, 
the Refiectiong on having left a Place of Jietinment, ia 
there anything which cnn t>uv\y he said to elevate them 
ahove the level of graceful rerse. It is only in the region 
of the fanlaatic and supernatural that Coleridge's imagina- 
tion, 88 he was destined to show by a far more splendid 
example two years afterwards, seems to acquire true poetic 
distinction. It is in the Songs of Ike Pixies that the 
young man " heaves the gentle misery of a sigh," and the 
sympathetic interest of the reader of to-day is chilled by 
the too frequent intrusiuu of certain abstract ladies, each 
pTBoeded by her capital letter and attended by her '"ad- 
jeetive-in-waiting ;" but, after all deductions for the con- 
ventionalisms of " white-robed Purity," " meek-eyed Pity," 
"gracefnl Ease," etc., one cannot but fee! that the Sonffs 
of the Pixies was the offspring not of a mere abundant 
and picturesque vocabulary but of a true poetic fancy. It 
is worth far more as an earnest of future achievement than 
■Uie very oncqual Mmody on the Death of Chatterton (for 
vhich indeed we onght to make special allowance, as hav- 
ing been commenced in the author's eighteenth year), and 
certainly than anything which could be qaot«d from the 
SffutioRs, as Coleridge, nnwjiliug to challenge comparison 
with the divine Bowles, had chosen to describe his sonnets. 
It mnst be honestly said, indeed, that these are, a very few 
excepted, among the least satisfactory productions of any 
period of bis poetic career. The Coleridgian sonnet is not I 
only imperfect in form and in marked contrast in the fre-J 
qaent bathos of its close to the steady swell and climas oF 
Wordsworth, but, in by far the majority of instances in 
this volume, it is wanting in internal weight. The "single 
pebble " of thought which a sonnet should enclose is not 
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only not neatly wrapped np in its envelope of words, but 
it 13 very often not heavy enough to carry itself and its 
covering to tbe mark. Wben it is so, its weight, as in the 
sonnet to Pitt, is too frequently only another word for an 
ephemeral violence of political feeling which, whether dis- 
played on one side or tbe other, cannot bo expected to re- 
prodnce its effect in the minds of comparatively passion- 
less posterity. Extravagances, too, abound, as when in 
Kosciusko Freedom is made to look as if, in a fit of " wil- 
fulness and sick despair," she had drained a mystic urn 
containing all the tears that bad ever found " fit channel 
on a Patriot's furrowed cheek," The main difficulty of 
the metre, too — that of avoiding forced rhymes — is rarely 
Burmoanted. Even in the three fine lines in tbe Burke — 

" Thee atarmy Pity, and the cherished lure 
Of Pomp and proud precipitance of soul, 
'Wildered with meteor fires" — 

we cannot help feeling that "lure" is extremely harsh, 
while tbe weakness of the two concluding lines of tbe 
sonnet supplies a typical example of the disappointment 
which these " efEusions " so often prepare for their readers. 
Enough, however, has been said of the faults of these 
early poems ; it remains to consider their merits, foremost 
among which, as might be expected, is the wealth and 
splendour of their diction in these passages, in which such 
display is all that is needed for tbe literary ends of tbe 
moment. Over all that wide region of literature, in which 
force and fervour of nttoranco, depth and sincerity of feel- 
ing aviul, without the nameless magic of poetry in tbe 
higher sense of the word, to achieve the objects of the 
writer and to satisfy the mind of the reader, Coleridge 
ranges with a free and sore footstep. It is no disparage- 
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DiQnt to Lb Religious Musings to say thai it is to tluB 
claas of literature tliat it belongs. Having said this, how- 
ever, it mnat be added tbat poetry of the second order 
has seldom risen to higher heights of power. The faults 
already admitted disfigure it here and there. We have 
" mooa-blasted Madness when he yella at midnight ;" we 
read of "eye-starting wretches and rapture-trembling ser- 
aphim," and the really striking image of Ruin, the " old 
hag, unconquerable, huge. Creation's eyeless drudge," la 
marred by making her " narse " an " impatient earthquake." 
But there is that in Coleridge's aspirations and apostrophea 
to the Deity which impresses one oven more profoundly 
than the mere magnificence, remarkable as it is, of their 
rhetorical clothing. They are touc hed with sa_Beafltr»V'1 
^ ing a-sincerit j ; t hey are so_obviou3l^ the outpouri nga of j 
A^_lWMtruck heart. Indeed, there is nothing more re-J 
markable at this stage of Coleridge's poetic development 
than the instant elevation which his verse assumes when- 
ever he passes to Divine things At once it seems to take 
on a MUtonic majesty of diction and a Miltonic stateliness 
of rhythm. The tender but low-lying domestic sentiment 
of the jEolian Harp is in a moment informed by it with 
the dignity which marks that poem's close. Apart too 
from its literary merits, the biographical interest of lU- 
ligious Musings is very considerable. " Written," as its 
title declares, but in reality as its length would suggest, 
and as Mr. Cottle in fact tells us, only completed, " on the 
Christmas eve of 1794," it gives expression to the turaalt- 
uouB emotions by which Coleridge's mind was agitated at 
this its period of highest political excitement. His revo- 
lutionary enthusiasm was now at its hottest, his belief In 
the infant French Republic at its fullest, his wrath against 
the " coalesced kings " at its fiercest, his contempt for their 
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leli^OQs pretence at iU bitterest "Thee to defend," he 
cries, 

" niee to defend, dear S&vktur of mankind 1 

Thee, Lamb of G«l ! Thee, blameless Prinoe of Peacel 

From all Bides rush the thirstj brood of nar — 

Austria, and tbat foul Womau of the North, 

The lustful murdereas of her wedded lord, 

And he, connatural mind I vhom (in their Bongs, 

So bards of elder tune hod hapt; feigned^ 

Soiue Fur; fondled in her hate to man, 

Bidding her serpent hair ia tortuous fold 

Idck bis young face, and at his mouth imbreatht 

Horrible Sympathy!" 

This is vigorous poetic invective ; and the effect of ascb 
outbursts is heightened by the rapid subsidence of the 
passion that inspires them and the quick advent of a 
calmer mood. Wo have hardly tnrncd tlie pt^o ore de- 
nnaciations of Catherine and Frederick William give place 
to prayerful invocations of the Supreme Being, which are 
in their turn the prelude of a long and boautiful contem- 
plative passage: "In the primeeval age, a dateless while," 
etc., on the pastoral origin of human society. It is as 
though some sweet and solemn stvaio of oi^n music had 
succeeded to the blast of war-bugles and the roll of drams. 
In the Ode to the Departing Year, written in the last days 
of 1796, with its "prophecy of curses though I pray fer- 
vently for blessings " upon the poet's native country, the 
mood is more uniform in its gloom ; and it lacks some- 
thing, therefore, of those peculiar qualities which make 
the Reliffious Musmgs one perhaps of tho most pleasing 
of all Coleridge's earlier productions. But it shares with 
the poems shortly to be noticed what may be called the 

1 autobiographic charm. The fresh, natural emotion of a i 
young and brilliant mind is eternally interesting, and Cole-j 
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ridge'e yoathhl Mdm, with a frankncag of eelf-disclosare 
which is not the less winning because at tiroes it proTokea 
a smile, contidea to us even the history of her most tem- 
porary moods. It is, for instance, at once amusing and 
captivating to read in the latest edition of the poems, aa 
a foot-note to the lines — 

" Not jet enslaved, not whollj vile, 
Albion I m; mother isle 1" 
the words — 

" dociiaed to fall, enalaTcd and vile — 1TB6." 

Yes; in 1796 and till the end of 1191 the poet's native 
coontry wag in his opinion all these dreadful things; but 
directly the mood cfianges, the verse alters, and to the ad- 
vantage, one cannot but think, of the beautiful and often' 
quoted close of the passage — 

" And Ocean 'loid his uproar wild 
Speaks eafetj to hia island child. 

Ucnce for many a fearless age 
Has social Quiet loved thj sliore, 
Nor ever proud invader'a rage, 
Or sacked thj towers or stained thy fields with gore." 

And whether we view him in hia earlier or his later mood 
there is a certain strange dignity of utterance, a singular 
confidence in hia own poetic mission, which forbids us to 
smile at this prophet of fonr-and-twenty who could thus 
conciqde hia menacing vaticinations : 
" Away, lay soul, awaj ! 
I, nnpartaking of tbe evil thing, 

With daily prayer and daily toil 
Soliciting for food my scanty soil, 
Bave wailed my country with a loud lament. 
Now I rcceutri! my immortal mind 

lu the deep Sabbath of meek self-conteDt, 
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Cleansed from the vftpornua paBsionB wliich bedim 
Gad'a image, aiatcr of the Seraphim," 

If ever the consciousness of great powers and the asanr- 
ance of a great future inspired a yonth with perfect and 
on the whole well- warranted fearlessness of ridicule it has 
sorely done so here. 

Poetry alone, however, formed no sufficient outlet for 
Coleridge's still fresh political enthusiasm — an enthusiasm 
which now became too importunate to let him rest in hia 
qaiet Clevedon cottage. Was it right, he eries in his tines 
of leave-taking to his home, that he should dream away 
the entrusted hours " while his unnumbered brethren toiled 
and bled?" The propaganda of L iberty jras to b g pushed V 
,fgIEWdiJhe^j)jiacip|ea_oJ„Xriiitacianisra, to_ which Cole- | 
_riilge^ad become_jj;on^ert at_Cambridg^were_to_be 1 
i^pr§ached. Is it too prosaic to add that wbat poor Henri 
Murger calia the "chaase aux pieces de cent sous" was in 
all probability demanding peremptorily to be resumed! 

Anyhow it so fell out that in the spring of the year 1796 
Coleridge took his first singular plunge into the unquiet 
waters of journalism, instigated thereto by " sundry phi- 
lanthropists and anti-polemista," whose names he does not 
record, but among whom we luay conjocturally place Mr. 
Thomas Poole of Stowey, with whom he Iiad formed what 
was destined to be one of the longest and closest friend- 
ships of bis life. Which of the two parties — the advisers 
or tbo advised — was responsible for the general plan of 
this periodical aod for the arrangements for its pablica- 
laon is unknown ; but one of these last-mentioned details 
is enough to indicate that there could have been no " busi- 
ness head " among them. Considering that the motto of 
the Watchman declared the object of its issue to be that 
" all might know the truth, and that the truth might make 
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them free," it is to be presamed that the promotera of the 
Bchcme were not nnwilling to secure as many snbacribers 
aa possible for their sbeet of " thirty-two pages, large oo- 
tavo, closely printed, price only fourpcDce." Id order, how- 
ever, to exempt it from the stump-tax, and with the much 
less practical object of toaVing it "contribute as little aa 
possible to the supposed guilt of a war against freedom," 
it was to be published on every eighth day, so that the week- 
day of its appearance would of course vary with each suc- 
cessive week — an arrangenacnt aa ingeniously calculated to 
irritate and alleoate its public as any perhaps that the wit 
of man could have devised. 80, however, it was to be, and 
accordingly, with "a flaming prospectus, 'Knowledge is 
Power,' to cry the state of the political atmosphere," Cole- 
ridge set oS on a tour to the north, from Bristol to Shef- 
field, for the pnrpose of procuring customers, preaching 
Unitarian sermons by the way in most of the great towns, 
"as an bireless volunteer in a blue coat and white waist- 
coat, that not a rag of the woman of Babylon might be 
seen on me." How he sped npon his mission is related by t 
him with infinite humour in the Bioffrapkia Lileraria, He] 
opened the campaign at Birmingham upon a Calvinist tal- 
low - chandler, who, after listening to half an hour's ha- 
rangue, extending from "the captivity of the nations" to 
"the near approach of the millennium," and winding up 
with a quotation describing the latter " glorious state " out 
of the Seliffiout Musings, inquired what might he the cost 
of the new publication. Deeply sensible of " the anti-cli- 
max, the abysmal bathos " of the answer, Coleridge replied, 
" Only fonrpence, each number to he published every eighth 
day," npon which the tallow-chandler observed doubt- 
fully that that came to "a deal of money at the end of 
the year." What determined him, however, to withhold 
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bit pKtroDagS'Wu not tbo price of tbo article but ite qaan*. 
tity, and not tbe deficiency of that qunotity but its eKCesL. 
Thirty-two pages, be pointed out, was more than he ever 
road all the year round, and though " as great a one as any 
man in Brammagem for liberty and truth, and them sort 
of things, be begged to be excused." Had it been possi- 
ble to arrange for aupplying him with sixteen pages of the 
paper for twopence, a bai^in might no doubt have beeo 
struck; bnt be evidently had a business-like repugnance to 
anything in the nature of "over-trading," Equally unsao- 
ceseful was a second application made at Manchester to 
a "stately and opulent wholesale dealer in cottons," who 
tbrnst the prospectus into his pocket and turned his back 
upon the projector, muttering that he was " overrun with 
these articles," This, however, v/as Coleridge's last attempt 
at canvassing. His friends at Birmingham persuaded him 
to leave that work to others, their advice being no doubt 
prompted, in part at least, by the ludicrous experience of 
bis qualifications as a canvasser which the following inci- 
dent furnished them. The same tradesman who bad intro- 
duced him to the patriotic tallow-chandler entert^ned him 
at dinner, and, after the meal, invited his guest to smoke.a 
pipe with bim and " two or three other illuminati of the 
same rank." The invitation was at first declined, on the 
plea of an engagement to spend the evening with a mini&- 
ter and bis friends, and also because, writes Coleridge, " I 
had never smoked except once or twice in my lifetime, and 
then it was herb-tobacco mixed with Oronooko." His host, 
however, assured him that the tobacco was equally mild, 
and " seeing, too, that it was of a yellow colour," he took 
half a pipe of it, " filling the lower half of the bowl," for 
some unexplained reason, " with saltu" He was soon, 
however, compelled to resign it " in consequence of a 
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giddineaa, and distressful foeliog" in bis eyes, which, aa. 
he bad. drunk bnt a singls glass of ale, be linew mnst 
have been the effect of the tobacco. Deeming himself r&- 
covered after a short interval, he sallied forth to fulfil th&; 
evening's engagement; but the symptoms returned with 
the walk and the fresh air, and he had scarcely entered the. 
minister's drawing-room and opened a packet of letters 
awaiting him there than he "sank back on the sofa in a 
sort. of swoon ratber than sleep," Fortunately be had bad 
time to inform his new host of the confused state of hia 
feelings and of its occasion ; for " here and thus I lay," he 
continues, " my face like a wall that is whitewashing, 
deathly pale, and with the cold drops of perspiration run- 
ning down it from my forehead; while one after another 
there dropped in tbe diSerent gentlemen who bad been in- 
vited to meet and spend the evening with mo, to the num- 
ber of from fifteen to twenty. As the poison of tobacco 
acts but for a short time, I at length awoke from insensi- 
bility and looked round on the party, my eyes dazzled by 
the oandles, which had been lighted in the interim. By 
way of relieving my embarrassment one of the gentlemen 
began the conversation with, 'Have yoii seen a paper ti>- 
day, Mr. Coleridge?' 'Sir,' I replied, rubbing my eyes, 'I 
am far from convinced that a Christian is permitted to 
read either newspapers or any other works of merely po- 
litical and temporary interest.' " The incongraity of this 
remark, with the purpose for which the speaker was known 
to have visited Birmingham, and to assist him in which 
the company had assembled, produced, as was natural,, 
"an involuntary and general burst of laughter," and the 
party spent, we are told, a most delightful evening. Both< 
then and afterwards, however, they all joined in dissuading 
the young projector from proceeding with his scheme. 
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sniing him " in tho most friendly and yet moat fiattering 
expressions " t!iat the employment was neither fit for him 
nor he for the employment. They iasisted that at any 
rate " he shonld make no more applications in person, but 
carry on the canvass by proxy," a stipulation which we 
may wellbelieve to have been prompted as much by policy 
as by good nature. The same hospitable reception, the 
same dissuasion, and, that failing, the same kind exertions 
on his behalf, he met with at Manchester, Derby, Notting- 
ham, and every other place he visited; and the result of 
his tonr was that he retamed with nearly a thoosand 
names on the subscription list of the Watchman, together 
vitb " something more than a half conviction that pru- 
dence dictated the abandonment of the scheme," Nothing 
but this, however, was needed to induce him to persevere 
with it To know that a given course of conduct was the 
dictate of prudence was a sort of presumptive proof to 
him at this period of life that the contrary was the dictate 
of duty. In due time, or rather out of due time — for tho 
publication of the first number was delayed beyond the 
day announced for it — the Watchman appeared. Its ca- 
reer was brief — briefer, indeed, than it need have been. 
A naturally short life was suicidally shortened. In the 
second number, records Coleridge, with delightful naiveti, 
"an essay against faatrdays, with a moat censurable appli- 
cation of a text from Isaiah' for its motto, lost me near 
five hundred subscribers at one blow." In the two foiiow- 
ing numbers he made enemies of all his Jacobin and dem- 
ocratic patrons by playing Balaam to the legislation of 
the Govommeut, and pronouncing something almost Ilka 
a blesfling on the "gagging bills" — measures he declared 

m7 bowels sball sound like ui barp."— Is xvi. 11. 
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which, " whatever the motive of their introdaction, wonld 
produce an effect to be desired by all true friends of free- 
dom, as far as they should contribute to deter men from 
openly declaiming on subjects the principles of which they 
had. never bottomed, and from pleading to the poor and 
ignorant instead of pleading for them." At the same 
time the editor of the Watchman avowed bis conviction 
that national education and a concurring spread of the 
Gospel were the indispensable conditiona of any true po- 
litical amelioration. We can hardly wonder on the whole 
that by the time the seventh number was published its pred- 
ecessors were being " exposed in snndry old iron shops at 
a penny a piece." 

And yet, like everything which came from Coleridge's 
hand, this immature and unpractical production has an 
interest of its own. Amid the curious mixture of actuali- 
ty and abstract disquisition of which each number of the 
WatekTnan is made up, we are arrested again and again by 
Bome striking metaphor or some weighty sentence which 
tells ns that the writer is no mere wordy wielder of a facile 
pen. The paper on the slave trade in the seventh number 
is a vigorous and, in places, a heart-stirring appeal to the 
humane emotions. There are passages in it which fore- 
Bbadow Coleridge's more mature literary manner — thd 
manner of the great pulpit orators of the seventeenth cen-| 
tnry — in a very interesting way.' But what was the use 

' Take for instance this sentence : " Our ovn sorrawi, like the 
Frinces of Hell in Hilton's PundemDOiuui, eit enthroned 'bulk;r and 
vast;' while the miscriea of our fGHow-creaturos dwindle into pigmy 
crowded in sn innumerable multitude into some dikrk 
oorner of the heart." Both in churacCer of imagery and in form ot 
we hnve here the genu of such passages as this, which one 
might confidently defy the moat accomplished literary "taster" to 
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of No. lY. containing an effective arttcle like this wkes 
No. III. had opened with an " Histurical Sk«tcli of th» 
Manners and Kcligioa of the Ancient Germans, introdoo- 
tory to a sketch of the Mannera, Religion, and Politics fit 
present Germany?" This to a public who wanted to read 
about Napoleon and Mr. Pitt ! No. III. in all probability' 
"choked off" a good proportion of the commonplace 
readers who migbt have been well content to have pnt up 
with the bumanitarian rhetoric of No, IV,, if only for ita 
connection with so unqnestionably an actuality as West 
Indian sagar. It was, anyhovr, owing to Bucceesive aUena- 
tions of this kind that on 13th May, 1796, the editor of 
the Watchman was compelled to bid farewell to his few 
remaining readers in the tenth number of his periodical, 
for the " short and satisfactory " reason that ." the work 
does not pay ita expenses." " Part of my readers," con-i 
tinues Coleridge, " relinquished it because it did not con- 
tain sufficient original composition, and a still larger part 
because it contained too much;" and he then proceed* 
with that ba!f-humorous simplicity of his to explain what 
excellent reasons there were why the first of these classes 
sliould transfer their patronage to Flower's Camhridgt In- 
tdligeneer, and the second theirs to the JVeu Monthly 
Magazine. 

It is not, however, for the biographer or the world to 
regret the short career of the IT'afcAman, fiince its deceasa< 
left Coleridge's mind in undivided allegiance to the poetic 
impulse at what was destined to be the period of its great- 

dlsticguisb from Jeremj Taylor : " Or like two rapid itreanu tbat< ax 
their fipst meeting within iiairow and rocky backs mutually strive to 
repel each otlier, nod iiiterniii reluctaatl; and in tuaiult, but soon 
findiug a wider cliaimul and more yielding gliores, bi<uid and dilkte-. 
and flow aa in one onrrenl and with one voiee."^£iog. Lit. p. 1B6., 
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ut power. 1q the meantime one resalt of ibe episode had 
been to make a not unimportant addition to his friend- 
ships. Mention has already been made of his somewhat 
earlier acquaintance with Mr. Thomas Poole, of Nether 
Stowey, a man of high intelligence and mark in his time ; 
and it was in the course of his northern pcrogrinatiouB in 
search of subscribers that be met with Charles Lloyd. 
This young man, the eon of an eminent Birmingham 
banker, was so struck with Coleridge's genius and elo- 
quence as to conceive an " ardent desire to domesticate 
himself permanently with a man whose conversatjon was 
to faim as a revelation from heaven ;" and shortly after the 
decease of the Watchman he obtained his parents' consent 
to the arrangement. 

Early, therefore, in the year 1797 Coleridge, accom- 
panied by Charles Lloyd, removed to Nctber Stowey in 
Somersetshire, where he occupied a cottage placed at his 
disposal by Mr. Poole. His first employment in his new 
abode appears to have been the preparation of the second 
edition of his poems. In the new issue nineteen pieces of 
the former publication were discarded and twelve new 
enefl added, the most important of which was the Ode lo 
Iht Oepttrting Year, which had first appeared in the Cam- 
bridge Intelligencer, and had been immediately afterwards 
repnbliBhcd in a separate form as a thin quarto pamphlet, 
together with some Hues of no special merit " addrcRsed 
to a young man of fortune" (probably Charles Lloyd), 
" who abandoned himself to an indolent and causeless 
melancholy." To the new edition were ndded the preface 
already quoted from, and a prose introduction to the son- 
nets. The volume also contained some poems by Charles 
Lloyd and an enlarged collection of sonnets and other 
pieces by Charles Lamb, the latter of whom about the 
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time of its publication paid bis first visit to the friend 
with whom, ever since leaving Christ'e Hospital, he had 
tept up a constant and, to the student of literature, a most 
interesting correspondence.' In June, 1797, Charles and 
Mary Lamb arrived at the Stowey cottage to find thefr 
host disabled by an accident which prevented him from 
walking daring their whole stay. It was during their 
absence oa a walking expedition that he composed the 
pleasing hncs, 

" The lime-tree bower mj prison," 

in which he thrice applies to his friend that epithet which 
gave such humorous annoyance to the gentle - hearted 
Charles," ' 

But a greater than Lamb, if one may so speak without 

oSenco to the votaries of that rare humorist and exquisite 

critic, had already made his appearance on the scene. 

Some time before this visit of Lamb's to Stowey Cole- 

\ ridge had made the acquaintance of the remarkable man 

I who was destined to influence his literary career in many 

I ways importantly, and in one way decisively. It was in 

[ the month of June, 1797, and at the village of Racedown 

/ in Dorsetshire, that he first met William Wordsworth. 

' PeTba.pa & "correspondence" of whicli only one side eiists ma; 
be hardlythought to detierve tbat nitme. Lamb's letters to Coleridge 
are full of v&tunble criticiam on their respective poetical efforts. Un- 
fortunatelj in, it is somewhitt etTBOgelj said, " a fit of dejection," he 
destroyed a.11 Coleridge's letters to liim. 

• Iamb's Correspondence with Colerliige, Latter AJULVlL 
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COLEBIDGK AND WOSDBWORTH. — FUBUCATION OP THB "1.TU- 
CAIj mT.l.AD H. " — THE "ancient UAKINBR." — TBE nBST 
PAKI OF '• CHBIBTABBL."— DECLINE OF GOLERn>aB'a POVnC 
niFUIAB. — ITSAIj KEVIBW OP HIS FDBTBY. 

[1797-1 799.] 

IThe years 1797 and 1798 are generally and justly regarded 
as the blossoming - time of Coleridge's poetic geniua. It 
wodd be scarcely an exaggeration to say that they were 
even more than thia, and that within the brief period cov- 
ered by them ia included not only the development of the 
poet's powers to their full maturity bat the untimely be- 
ginnings of their decline. For to pass from the poems 
written by Coleridge within these two years to those of 
later origin is like passing from among the green wealth 
nmmcr foliage into the well<nigh naked woods of lat«r 
autumn. During 1797 and 1798 the Attcient Jifariner, the 
first part of Chrislabel, the fine ode to France, the Ftar» 
I Solitude, the beautiful lines entitled JiVoat at Mid- 
ijAr, the iVis-Aiinpaie, the Circassian Love- Chant, the piece 
known as Love, from the poem of the Dark Ladie, and 
that strange fragment Kuhla Khan, were aU of them writr 
ten and nearly all of tbem published; while between the 
last composed of these and that awan-song of his dying 
Muse, the Dejection, of 1802, there ia but one piece to be 
added to the list of his greater works. This, therefore, the 



Becond part of Christdbel (1800), may almost be described 
by the picturesque image in the first part of the same 
poem as 

" The one red leaf, the luat of its clan, 
HuDging 80 light and hanging so liigh. 
On the topmoijt twig tliat luoka up at the skj." 

The first to fail hitn of his sources of inspiraUon was 
liis revolutionary eutliasiasm; and the ode to France — 
the Beeantation, as it was styled on its first appearance 
in the Morning Post — is the record of a reaction which, 
as has been said, was as much speedier in Coleridge's case 
than in that of the other ardent young minds which had 
corns uoder the spell of the Rcvolatiou as his onthueiaBm 
Lad been more passionate than theirs. In the winter of 
1V97-98 the Directory had plunged France into an nn- 
natnral conflict with her sister Republic of Switzerland, 
and Coleridge, who could pardon and had pardoned her 
fierce animosity against a country which he considered not 
so much his own as Pitt's, was unable to forgire her this. 
In the Recantation ho casts her oS forever ; ho perceives 
at last that true liberty is not to bo obtained through po- 
litical, but only through spiritual emancipation ; that — 

" The seEBual and the dark rebol in vain, 
Slaves by tlieir own compulsion I In mad game 
The; burst their manacles, and wear the name 
Of Freedom graven on a bearier chain ;" 

and arrives in a noble peroration at tha somewhat uusatia- 
factory conohision that the spirit of liberty, " the guide 
of homeless winds and playmate of the waves," is to be 
found only among the elements, and not in the institu- 
tions of man. And in the same quaintly ingenuous spirit 
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wbicb half touches sod haif amuaes us iu his earlier poeais 
h» letB us perceive, a few weelis later, in bis Fean in Soli- 
tude, that synipathj with a toreigo nation threatened hy 
the invader may gradually develop into an almost filial 
regard for one'e own »milarly situated land. He has been 
deemed, be saja, an enemy of his country. 



" But, dear iiiit 



my mother IaIb," 



L 



once, it may be remembered, "doomed to fall enslaved and 
vile," but now — 

"Needs mast thou prove it name most dear itnd bal?. 
To me a son, a brothDr, ami a friend, 
A husband and a father! who rererc 
All bomis of natural love, and fiod them all 
Within the limits of thj rocky abores." 

After all, it has ocouired to him, England is not only the 
England of Pitt and Grenville, and in that capacity the 
fitting prey of the insulted French Republic: she ia also 
the England of Sara Coleridge, and littie Hartley, and of 
Mr. Thomas Poole, of Nether Stowey. And so, to be sure, 
she was iu IT96 when ber downfall was predicted, aud ill 
the spirit rather of the Old Testament than of the New. 
But ^ere is something very engaging iu the candour with 
which the yonng poet hastens to apprise na of this his 
first awak suing to the fact. 

Prance may be regarded as the last ode, and Fcarg in 
Solitude as the last blauk-verse poem of any importance, 
that owe their origin to Coleridge's early political seoti- 
ments. Uenceforth, and for the too brief period of his 
poetic activity, he was to derive his inspiration from othal 
sources. The most fruitful and important of these wai 
unquestionably his intercourse with Wordsworth, from 
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wliom, although there was doubtless a reciprocation of in- 
fluence between tbera, bis much more receptive oature took 
ft far deeper impression tlian it made.' At the time of 
tlieir meeting he had already for some three years been 
jioqnainted with Wordsworth's works as a poet, and it 
syieaka highly for his discrimination liiat he was able to 
diricern the great powers of his future frienil, even in work 
so imraatnrc in many respects as the Descriptive Sketehet, 
It was during the last year of his residence at Cambridge 
that he first met with these poems, of which he says in 
the Biograpkia lAteraria tliat " seldom, if ever, was the 
emergence of an original poetic genius above the literary 
horizon more evidently announced;" and the effect pro- 
duced by this volume was steadily enhanced by further 
acquaintance both with the poet and his works. Nothing, 
indeed, is so honourably noticeable and even touching in 
Coleridge's relation to his friend as the tone of reverence 
with whicb, even in the days of his highest self-confidence 
and even almost haughty belief in the greatness of hia 
own poetic mission, he was accustomed to speak of Words- 

' Perhaps the deepest impreas of the Wordsworthian influence ia 
to be faimd in tbe little poem Fros( al Midnig/ii, nich its aSeuting 
apostrophe tu the sleeping infaut at hia aide — infant destined to de- 
velop as wafward a gcniua and to lead as reetleea ocd irresolute k 
life as his father. Its closing lines — 

" Therefore all aeaaons shall be sweet to thee 

Whether the summer clothe the general earth 

With greenneaa . . , 

, . . whether the eave-drops fall, 

Heard only in the tratioea of the blast, 

Or if the secret ministry of frost 

Shall hang them up ia eileot icicles 

Quietlj Bhiiiin;; to the quiet moon " — 
might have fluived straight from Ihe pen of Wordsworth himaelt 
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worth. A witness, to be more fully cited hereafter, and 
whose testimony is especially valuable as that of one who 
was by no nieans blind to Coleridge's early foible of self- 
complacency. Las testified to this utibouuded admiration 
of his brother - poet "When," records this gentleman, 
" we have sometimes spoken complimentarily to Coleridge 
of himself he has said that he was nothing in comparison 
with Woi'dsworth." And two years before this, at a timo 
when they had not yet tested each other's power in liter- 
ary collaboration, he had written to Cottle to inform bim 
of his introduction to the author of "near twelve hundred 
lines of blank-verse, superior, I dare aver, to anything in 
our language whioh in any way resemWes it," and had 
declared with evident sincerity that he felt "a little man" 
by Wordsworth's aide. 

His own impression upon his new friend was more 
distinctively personal in its origin. It was by Coleridge's 
total individuality, by the sum of his vast and varied in- 
tellectual powers, rather than by the specific poetic de- 
ment contained in them, that Wordswortli, like the rest 
of the world, indeed, was in the main attracted ; but it is 
clear enough that this attraction was from the first most 
powerful. On that point we have not only the weighty 
testimony of Dorothy Wordsworth, as conveyed in her 

I often-quoted description' of her brother's new acquaint- 
' "You had a great loss in not seeing Coleridge. He ia a won- 
derful man. His conversa^on teems witb soul, aiind, and spirit. 
TbeQ be is so beoevoleat, so good tempered and cheerful, and, like 
William, interests bimself so much about Dvcrj little triSo. At first 
I thoiaght him very plain— that is, for about three minntes; lie is 
pale, this, has a wide mouth, thick lips, and not very good teeth, 
longisb loose - growing balf-curlmg rough black hair. But if jim 
hear him speak for live minutes jou think no more of them. His 
e;e is Urge and full, and uet ter; dart but gray, such ftn eye an 
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ance, but tbe still more concluBive ovideace of her brother's 
own acts. He gave the best possible proof of the fasci- 
QatioD whicli had been exercised over him by quitting 
Racedown with his uster for Alfoxdon near Nether Stowey 
within a few weeks of his first introduction to Coleridge, 
a change of abode for which, as Mias Wordsworth has 
expressly recorded, "our principal indueeraent was Cole- 
ridge's society." 

By a carious coincidence the two poets were at this 
time simultaneously sickening for what may perhaps be 
appropriately called the "poetic measles." They were 
each engaged in the composition of a five-act tragedy, and 
read scenes to each other, and to each other's admiration, 
from their respective dramas. Neither play was fortunate 
in its immediate destiny. Wordsworth's tragedy, the Bor- 
derers, was greatly commended by London critics and de- 
cisively rejected by the management of Covent Garden. 
As for Coleridge, the negligent Sheridan did not even con- 
descend to acknowledge the receipt of bis manuscript; 
liis play was passed from band to hand among the Drury 
Lane Committee; but not till many years afterwards did 
Osorio find its way under another name to the footlights. 

For the next twelvemonth the intercourse between the 
two poets was dose and constant, and most fruitful in re- 
sults of high moment to English literature. It was in tbcir 
daily nimbles among the Quantock Hills that they excogi- 
tated that twofold theory of the essence and functions of 
poetry which was to receive such notable illustration in 
their joint volume of verse, the Lijrkal Ballads; it was 

would receire from » tieavj' 5011I the dullest expression ; but it speaks 
eveif amotion of his animateii mind : it has mote of the poet's eye 
in a fine frcni? rolling lliSin I ever iritnessed. He has fine dark eye- 
brows uul lU overlumging forehead." 
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during airalk over the Qaantocic Hills that by far the most 
famous poem of that series, the Ancient Mariner, was con- 
ceived and in part composed. Tbe publication^ of .the Lyr- 
ical Balladi in the spring of the year 1T98 was, indeed, ao 
event of double significance for English poetry. It marked 
an epoch in the oroatiTe life of Coleridge, and a no leas im- 
portant one in the critical life of Wordsworth. In the Bio- 
grapkia Literaria the origination of tbe plan of tbe woirk 
is thus described: 



" Duiing tbe first year that Ur. Wonhtirortli and I were nsigk- 
boura ouv csuiverastioo turned frequenllv on tbe two carditwl pointi 
of poetry, tbe power of eieiting the sympatliy of tbe reader by a 
faithful sdhecenTO to the truth of nature, and the power of givhag 
the interest of novelty by tbe modifying colours of tbe ima^ation. 
The Buddea charm which accidenlB of liglit and shade, which tdood- 
light or Boasel diSosed over a known and familiar landscape, appeared 

represent the pmctiuabilUy of combining both. Tbeae are the 
poetry of nature. Tlie thought auggeated itself (to which of us I do 
It recollect) that a. series of poems might be composed of two sorts. 
In the one tbe itiuidents and agents were to be, in part at least, su- 
pernatural ; and the inl«resl aimed at was to consist in the inlenat- 
ing of the attcctious by the dramatic truth of siich emotious as would 

aturally acoompany such situaCions, anppo^og them real. . . ■ For 
the second dass, SBbjcots were to be obosoD from ui'diuary life ; the 
oharaetera and incidents vere to be such as will be found in every 
village and its vidnity where there is a meditative and feeling mind 

o seek after them, or to ootice them wheu they present themselvea. 
In this idea originated the plan of the Lgriad Ballads, in whiob it 
e agreed that my endeavours should be directed to persons and 
eharacters supernatural, oc at least romantic, yet so ts to transfer 
from our inward nature a human interest and a semblance of truth 
Buffieient to procure for these shadows of imagination that willing 
suspension of disbelief for tbe moment which constitutes poetic faith. 
Hr. Wordsworth, on the other hand, was to propose to himself, aa 
his object, to give the charm of novelty to things of everyday, and 
M eitUe a feeling analogous to the supemalural by awakeuiug tbe 
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mind's attenUon from the lethargy of cnBlom and directing it to the 
IgTelineaa and the wonders of the «orlil before us; an inexhanslible 
treasure, but for which, in cooaequence of the Sim of familiarity and 
celGsb solicitude, we hace ejea whieb see not, ears that bear not, and 
hcurts wliiuh neither fuel nor underatiind." 



We may nieaaure tlie extent to which the poetic teach- 
ing and practice of Wordsworth have iDfluenced anhse- 
quent taste and criticism by notiug how completely the 
latter of these two functions of poetry has overshadowed 
the former. To lend the charm of imagioation to the real 
will appear to many people to be not one function of poe- 
try merely but its very essence. To them it t« poetry, and 
the only thing worthy of the name; while the correlative 
function of lending the force of reality to the imaginary 
will appear at beat bat a saperiorkind of metrical romanc- 
ing, or clever telling of fairy tales. Nor of course can there, 
from the point of view of the highest conception of the 
poet's office, he any comparison between the two. In so 
far as we regard poetry as contributing not merely to the 
pleasure of the mind but to its health and strength — in so 
far as we regard it in its capacity not only to delight but 
to sustain, console, and tranquillise the human spirit — there 
is, of course, as mncli difference between the idealistic and 
the realistic forms of poetry as there is between a narcotic 
potion and a healing drug. The one, at best, can only en- 
able a man to forget his burdens; the other fortifies him 
to endure them. It is perhaps no more than was naturally 
to be expected of our brooding and melancholy age, that 
poetry (when it is not a mere voluptuous record of the sub- 
jective impressions of sense) should have become almost 
limited in its very meaning to the exposition of the imag- 
inative or spiritual aspect of the world of realities; but so 
it is now, and so in Coleridge's time it clearly was not. 
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Coleridge, in the paasage above quoted, shona no signs of 
regarding one of the two functions wLich he attributes to 
poetry as any more accidental or occasional than the other ; 
and the fact that the realistic portion of the Lyrical Bal- 
lads eo far exceeded in amount its supernatural element, 
he attributes not to aoy inherent supremacy in the claims 
of the former to attention but simply to the greater indus- 
try which Wordsworth had displayed in his special de- 
partment of the volume. For hia own part, he Bays, " I 
wrote the Andent Mariner, and was preparing, among 
other poems, the Dark Ladie and the Ghristabcl, in which 
I should have more nearly realised my ideal than I had 
done in my first attempt. But Mr. Wordsworth's indus- 
try had proved so much more successful, and the number 
of the poems so much greater, that my compositions, in- 
stead of forming a balance, appeared rather an interpo- 
Istion of heterogeneous matter." There was certainly a 
considerable disparity between the amount of their respec- 
tive contributions to the volume, which, in fact, contained 
nineteen pieces by Wordsworth and only four by Cole- 
ridge. Practically, indeed, we may reduce this four to one ; 
for, of the three others, the two scenes from Oaorio are 
without special distinction, and the Nightingale, though a 
graceful poem, and containing an admirably- studied de- 
scription of the bird's note, is too slight and short to claim 
any importance in the scries. But the one long poem which 
Coleridge contributed to the collection is alone sufficient 
to associate it forever with his name, fjaum sed leonem. 
To any one who should have taunted him with the compar- 
ative infertility of his Muse he might well have returned 
the haughty answer of the lioness in the fable, when he 
could point in justification of it to the Rime of the Andent 
Mariner. 
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There is, I may asaome, no need at tbe present day to 
discuss tbe true place in English literature of this uniijne 
product of the human imagintrtion. One is bound, how- 
ever, to attempt to correlate and adjust it to the rest of tbe 
poet's work, and this, it mast be admitted, is a most diffi- 
cult piece of business. Never was there a poem so irritating 
to a critic of the " pigeon-holing " variety. It simply defies 
him ; and yet the instinct which he obeys is so excusable, 
because in fact so universal, that one feels guilty of some- 
thing like disloyalty to the very principles of order in smil- 
ing at his disappointment. Complete and symmetrical clas- 
sification is BO fascinating an amusement ; it would simplify 
so many subjects of study if men and things would only 
consent to rank thomaeives under different categories and 
remain there ; it would, in particular, be so inexpressibly 
convenient to be able to lay your hand upon your poet 
whenever you wanted him by merely tarning to a shelf 
labelled "Realistic" or "Imaginative" (nay, perhaps, to 
the still greater saving of labour — Objective or Suhjeo- 
tive), that we cannot be surprised at the strength of the 
aforesaid instinct in many a critical mind. Nor should it 
lie hard to realise its revolt against those single eticeptions 
which bring its generalisations to nought. When the 
pigeon-hole will admit every "document" but one, the 
case is hard indeed; and it is not too much to say that 
the Ancient Marijier 19 the one document which the pigeon- 
hole in this instance declines to admit If Coleridge had 
only refrained from writing this remarkable poem, or if, 
having done so, be had written more poems like it, the 
critic might have ticketed him with a quiet mind, and 
gone on his way complacent. As it is, however, the poet 
has contrived, in virtue of this performance, not only to 
defeat classification but to defy it. For the weird ballad 
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abounds in those very qnalitios in which Coteridg( 
with all lis merits is most conspicaoualy deficient, while on 
tho other hand it is wholly free from the faults with which 
he is most frequently and justly chargeable. One would 
not have said in the first place that the author of Reli^o-iii 
Mumtga, still leas of the Monodif on the Death of dialler- 
Ion, was by any means the man to have compassed tri- 
umphantly at the very first attempt the terseness, vigour, 
and wiiveU of the true ballad-manner. To attain this, 
Coleridge, the student of his early verse mnet feel, would 
have rather more to retrench and moch more to restrain 
ttian might be the case with many other youthful poets. 
The exuberance of immaturity, the want of measure, the 
" not Isaowiog where to stop," are certainly even more 
conspicuous in the poems of 1796 than they are in most 
(woductioDs of tho same stage of poetic development ; and 
these qualities, it is needless to say, require very stern chast- 
ening; from hiic who would succeed in the style which Cole- 
ridge attempted for the first time in the Ancient Marine. 

The ciroum stances of this immortal ballad's birth bare 
been related with such fulness of detail by Wordsworth, 
And Coleridge's own references to them are ao completely 
I'econcilable with that account, that it, most have required 
all Da Qnincey's consummato ingenuity as a mischief- 
Diaker to detect any discrepancy between the two. 

In the autumn of 1797, records Wordsworth in tho MS. 
notes which he left beliind him, " Mr. Coleridge, my sister, 
and myself started from Alfoiden pretty late in the after- 
noon with a view to visit Linton and the Valley of StMiea 
bear to it ; and as our united funds were very small, we 
agreed to defray the expense of the tour by writing a 
poem to be sent to the New Monthly Magastne. Accord- 
ingly we set off, and proceeded along the Quaatock Hills 
3* 
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towards Watcbet ; and in the course of this walk was 
planned the poem of the Aneieut Mariner, founded on a 
dream, as Mr. Coleridge said, of his friend Mr. Cruikshank. 
Much the greatest part of the story was Mr. Coleridge's in- 
vention, but certain parts I suggested ; for example, some 
crime was to be committed which should bring upon the 
Oid Navigator, as Coleridge afterwards delighted to call him, 
the spectral persecution, as a consequence of that crime 
and his own wanderings. I had been reading in Shel- 
vocke's Voyages, a day or two before, that while doubling 
Cape Horn tbey frequently saw albatrosses in that latitude, 
the largest sort of sea-fowl, some extending their wings 
twelve or thirteen feet. 'Suppose,' said I, 'you represent 
him as having killed one of these birds on entering the 
Sontb Sea, and that the tutelary spirits of these regions 
take upon them to avenge the crime.' The incident was 
thought St for the purpose, and adopted accordingly. I 
also suggested the navigation of the ship by the dead men, 
but do not recollect that I had anything more to do with 
the scheme of the poem. The gloss with which it was 
subsequently accompanied was not thought of by either of 
us at the time, at least not a hint of it was given to me, 
and I have no doubt it was a gratuitous afterthought. 
Wc began the composition together on that to me memo- 
rable evening. I furnished two or three lines at the begin- 
ning of the poem, in particular — 

'And listened like a tbree jaars' child: 
The Mariner had bis will.' 
These trifling contributions, all but one, which Mr. C. has 
with unnecessary scrupulosity recorded,' slipped out of his 
' The lines — 
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mind, as well tliey migbt. As we endeavoured to proceed 
conjointly (I speak of the same evening) our respective 
manners proved so widely different tbat it would bave been 
quite presumptQouB in rae to do anything bat separate 
from an undertaking npon which I conld only have been 
a clog. . . . The AticienC Mariner grew and grew till it be- 
came too important for our first object, which was limited 
to our expectation of five pounds; and we began to think 
of a volume which was to consist, as Mr. Coleridge baa 
told the world, of poems chiefly on supernatural subjects." 
Except tbat the volume ultimately determined on was to 
consist only " partly " and not " chiefly " of poems on su- 
pernatural subjects (in the result, as has been seen, it con- 
sisted " chiefly " of poems upon natural subjects), there is 
nothing in this account which cannot be easily reconciled 
with the probable facta npon which De Quincey bases his 
hinted charge against Coleridge in his Lake Poets. It was 
not Coleridge who had been reading Sbelvocke's Voyagu, 
bnt Wordsworth, and it is quite conceivable, therefore, that 
the source from which his friend had derived the idea of 
the killing of the albatross may (if indeed he was informed 
of it at the time) have escaped his memory twelve years 
afterwards, when the conversation with De Quincey took 
place. Hence, in "disowning his obligations to Shel- 
vocke," be may not by any means have intended to sug* 
gest that the albatross incident was his own thought. 
Moreover, De Quincey himself supplies another explana- 
tion of the matter, which we know, from the above-quoted 
notes of Wordsworth's, to be founded upon fact, " It is 
possible," ne adds, " from something which Coleridge said 
on another occasion, that before meeting a fable in which 
to embody his ideas be had meditated a poem on delirium, 
confounding its own dream-scenery with external things, 
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and connected with the imagery of high hiritudes," Noth- 
ing, in fact, TCOuid be more natural than that Coleridge, 
whose idea of the Lanntcd seafarer was primarily suggested 
by his friend's dream, and had no doubt been greatly elab- 
orated in his own imagination before being communicated 
to Wordsworth at all, should have been unable, after a eoa- 
siderable lapse of time, to distinguish between incidents of 
his own imagining and those suggested to him by others. 
And, in any case, the " unnecessary scmpnlosity," ri^Uy 
attributed to him by Wordsworth with respect to this very 
poem, 13 quite incompatibSe with any intentional denial of 
obligations. 

Such, then, was the singular and even prosaic (vigin of 
the Ancient Mwriner — a poem written to defray the e»- 
pensea of a tour ; surely the moat sublime of " pot-boilert " 
to be found in all literature. It is difficult, from amid the 
astonishing combination of the elements of power, to select 
that which is the most admirable; but, con sid wing both 
the character of the story and of its particular vehicle, 
perhaps the greatest achievement of the poem is the sim- 
ple realistic force of its narrative. To achieve this was 
^^ of course Coleridge's main object: he had undertaken to 

^1 "transfer from our inward nature a human iatorest and a 

^H semblance of truth sufficient to procure for these shadows 

^B of imaginations that willing suspension of disbelief for the 

^H moment which constitutes poetic faith." But it is easier 

^H to undertake this than to perform it, and much easier to 

^H perform it in prose than in verse — with the assistance of 

^1 the everyday and the commonplace than without it. Bat 

^H zac's Peau de Chagrin is no doubt a great feat of the 

^V real istic-su pern atu ral ; but no one can help feeling how 

^B much the author is aided by his " broker s clerk " style 

^1 of descri[jtion, and by the familiar Parisian scenes among 



I 



■■] 



THE " ANCIEKT MARINER." 



wbich he makes bis h«ro move. It is aauer to oompam 

veriaioillitudc in the Palais-Royal thau on the South Pa- 
ddc, to sa.; nothing of the thousand assisting touches, out 
of plaoe in rhyme and metre, whicb can be thrown into a 
prose narrative. The AHoienl Marmer, however, in spito of 
aJi these drawbacks, is as real to the reader as is the hero 
of the Peau de Chagrin; we are as convinced of the curse 
upon one of the doomed wretches as npon the other; aad 
the strange phantasmagoric haze which is thrown around 
the ship and the lonely voyager leaves their outlines aa clear 
as if we saw them through the sunshine of the streets of 
Paris. Coleridge triumphs over bia diEBculties by sheer 
vividness of imagery and terse vigour of descriptive phrase 
— two qnalities for which his previoos poems did not 
proTC him to possess by any moans so complete a mastory. 
For among all tly/. beauties of his earlier landscapes we 
can hardly reckon that of intense and convincing truth. 
He seems seldom before to have written, as Wordsworth 
nearly always seemed to write, " with his eye on the ob- 
ject ;" and certainly he never before displayed any remark- 
able power of completing his word -picture witb a few 
touches. In the Ancient Mariner his eye seems never to 
wander from his object, and again and again the scene 
starts ont upon the canvas in two or three strokes of the 
brash. The skeleton ship, with the dicing demons on its 
deck; the setting snn peering "through its ribs, as if 
through a dungeon -grato;" the water -snakes nnder the 
moonbeams, with the "elfish light" falling off them "in 
howy flakes " when they reared ; the dead crew, who work 
the ship and " raise their limbs like lifeless tools " — every- 
thing seems to have been actually uen, and we believe it 
all as th« story of a trathfnl eye-witness. The details of 
the voyage, too, are all chronicled with sucb order and 
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regularity, there is such a diary-like air about the whole 
tliiug, that we accept it almost as if it were a series of 
extracts from the ship's " log." Then again the esecution 
— a great thing to be said of so long a poem — is marTel- 
lously equal throughout; the story never drags or fl^a 
for a moment, its felicities of diction are perpetual, and 
it is scarcely marred by a single weak line. What coald 
have been better said of the instantaneous descent of the 
tropical night than — 



what more weirdly imagined of the "cracks and growls" 
of the rending iceberg than that they sounded " like noises 
in a swound !" And how beautifnlly steals in the passage 
that follows upon the cessation of the sj^rit's soag-^ 

" It ceased ; yet still the aaila made on 
A pleasant noise till nouu, 
A noise like to a bidden brook 
In the leafy mouth of June, 
That to the sleeping woods all night 
Sngeth a quiet tuae." 

Then, as the ballad draws to its close, after the ship haa 
drifted over the harbour-bar — 

"And I with sobs diet pray — 
let me be anake, my God ; 
Or let me sleep alvaj," 

with what consummate art are we left to imagine the phys- 
ical traces which the mariner's long agony had left bo- 
hind it by a method far more terrible than any direct de- 
scription — the effect, namely, which the sight of him pro- 
duces upon others — 
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" I moved ray lipa — the Pilot shrieked 
And fell down in n fit ; 
The holy Hertoit raised his eyes, 
And prayed where be did sit. 

"I look the oara: the Pilot's boy, 



Whom 
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Laughed loud aod long, and all the while 
Hia eyes went to and fro. 
' H& r ba t' quoth he, ' full plain I see 
Tbe Devil knows how to tow.' " 

Perfect conwatencyof plan, in^abfliti^nd complete eciual- 
__ity_or^ec2iti,onj brevitj^self -restraiDt, anijiii nnerring 
_8eiise of artistic propriety ■::3' these are the chief notes of 
the Ancient Mariner, aa they are not, in my humhle judg- 
' ment, the chief notes of any poem of Coleridge's hefore 
or since. And hence it Js that this masterpiece of bal- 
lad minstrelsy is, as has been said, so confounding to the 
"pigeon-holing" mind. 

The next rooat famous poem of this or indeed of any 
period of Coleridge's life is the fragment of Ckristabel, 
which, however, in spite of the poet's own opioion oiTtbat 
point, it is difficalt to regard as " a more effective realiza- 
tioD" of the "natural-supcrDatnral" idea. Beautifnl as it 
is, it possesses none of that human luteresi with which, 
according to this idea, tbe narrator of tbe poetic story 
must undertake to invest it. Nor ean the unfinished con- 
dition in which it was left be fairly held to account for 
this, for the characters themselves — the lady Christahel, the 
witch Geraldine, and even tbe baron Sir Leoline himself — 
are somewhat shadowy creations, with too little hold upon 
life and reality, and too much resemblance to the flitting 
figures of a dream. Powerful in their way as are the 
lines descriptive of the spell thrown over Christabel by 
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her uncanny guest — lines at the recitation of which Sbel- 
ley is said to have fainted — we cannot say that they Btrike 
a reader with such a sense of horror as should be excited 
by the contemplation of a real flesh-and-blood mtdden 
Hubdned by " the shrunken serpent eyes " of a sorceress, 
and constrained " passively to iraitatc" their " look of dull 
and treacherous hate." Judging it, however, by any othc:- 
standard than that of the poet's own erecting, one must 
certainly admit the claim of Clirislabel to rant very high 
as a work of pure creative art. It is so thoroughly suf- 
fused aud permeated with the glow of mystical romkBce, 
the witole atmosphere of the poem is so exquisitely ap- 
propriate to the subject, and so marvellously preserved 
throughout, that our lack of belief in the reality of the 
scenes presented to us detracts but little from the pleasure 
aSorded by the artistic cxcelleace of its presentment. It 
abounds, too, in isolated pictures of surpassing vividness 
and grace — word-pictures which live in the " memory of 
the eye " with all the wholeness and tenacity of an actual 
painting, Geraldine appearing to Christabel beneath the 
oak, and the two women stepping lightly across the hall 
" that echoes still, pass as lightly as you will," are pictures 
of this kind; and nowhere out of Ke»X^aSve of SuAgnes 
is there any "interior" to match that of Christabers 
chaniber, done as it is in tittle mc«e than Imlf a dozen 
lines. These beauties, it is true, are fragmentary, like the 
poem itself, but there is no reason to believe that the poem 
itself would have gained anything in its entirety — that is 
to say, as a poetic narrative— by com.pletion. Its main 
idea — that the parity of a pure maiden is a charm more 
powerful for the protection of those dear to her than the 
spells of the evil one for their destruction — had been al- 
teady sufficiently indicated, and the mode in which Cole- 
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ridge, it Bcems, mlended to liave worked would hardly 
have added anjtliing to its effect' And althongh he 
dung till very late in life to the Ijelief that he could have 
finished it in after-days with no change of poetic manner 
— " If easy in my mind," be says in a letter to be qaotod 
hereafter, " I have no doubt either of the reawakening 
power or of the kindling inclination" — there are few 
Btodents of bis later poems who will share bis confidenoe. 

' Mr. GiUman (in his Life, p. 801) givaa the following Bomewh«t 
bald outline of whut iteie to form the two concluiting cuntoa, no 
doabton the duthoritjof Coleridge himself. The sewnid canto ends, 
it may be remembered, with the despatdi of Brnc; the ita.rd to the 
cBStle of Sir Boland ; " Orer the mountains the Bard, as directed 
bj Sir Lcoline, haatas with his disciple; bat, in consequeDCa of oae 
of those iDundBtiona supposed to be common to the cotiutr]', th« 
spot only where the castle once stood Is discovered, the cdiQce itself 
being washed away. He dcterroineB to retnrn. Geralciine, bdDg 
aeqaainted with all that is passing, lilie the weird sisters in Hacietk, 
vinislieB. Reappearing, however, she awaiia the return of the Bard, 
exdtiog in the meantime bj her wilf arts ail the anger she could 
reuse in tlio Baron's breast, as well as that jealousy of which he U 
described to have tieen suscepliblc. The old bard and tbe youth at 
length snive, and therefore she can no longer peraouate the char- 
acter of Ocraldine.the daughlr?r of Lord Rulniid lio Vans, but chuogcfl 
her appearance to that of the accepted though absent lover of Gbris- 
tobe). fTeiC eoaues a courtship moat distressing to Chi'istabcl, who 
feels — she knows not why — great disgust for her ooce faioared 
knight. This cohlness is very painful to the Barou, who has no 
more conception than herself of the supernatural tcausformatioii. 
She at last yields tu her father's euti'eaCies, and coasenta to approach 
the altar with the liatcd suitor. The real lover returning, enters at 
this moment, and produces Che ring vhiuh she had onoe given Un 
in sign of hep betrothment. Thus defeated, the supernatural being 
Oeraidine disappears. Aa predicted, the oastle-bell tolls, tbe mother's 
voice is beard, and, to the exceeding great joy of the parties, the 
rightful marriage takes place, after which follows a re<xinwliiitioa 
and eiplanation between father and daughter." 
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Charles Lamb strongly recommended him to leave it un- 
finished, and Hartley Coleridge, in every respect aa com- 
petent a judge on that point as could well be found, al 
ways declared his conviction that his father could not, al 
least qualis ab incepto, have finished the poem. 

The much-admired little piece first published in the 
Lyrical Ballads under the title of Love, and probably 
best known by its (original) first and most pregnant 
stanza,' possesses a twofold interest for the student of 
Coleridge's life and works, as illustrating at once one of 
the most marked characteristics of his peculiar tempera- 
ment, and one of the most distinctive features of his 
poetic manner. The lines are remarkable for a certain 
strange fascination of melody — a quality for which Cole- 
ridge, who was not unreasonably proud of his musical 
gift, is said to have especially prized them ; and they are 
noteworthy also as perhaps the fullest expression of the al- 
most womanly softness of Coleridge's nature. To describe* 
. their tone as eScminate would be unfair and untrue, for 
effeminacy in the work of a male hand would necessarily 
I imply something of falsity of sentiment, and from this 
) they are entirely free. But it must certainly be admitted 
that for a man's description of his wooing the warmth of 
feeling which pervades them is as nearly sexless in char- 
acter as it is possible to conceive ; and, beautiful aa the 
verses are, one cannot but feel that they only escape the 
"namby-pamby " by the breadth of a hair. 

As to the wild dream-poem Kuhla KhaTi, it is hardly 
more than a psychological curiosity, aud only that pei> 



" All thoughts, all passiona, all delights, 
Wbatever stirs this mortal frame, 
AU are but miuiaters of Love, 
And feed hU sacreci flame." 
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liaps ID respect of tbe completeness of its metrical form. 
For amid its picturesque but vague imagery there is Dotb- 
ing which might not have presented itself, and the like 
of which baa not pcrhapa actually presented itself, to 
many a balf-awakencd brain of far lower imaginative en- 
ergy during its hours of full daylight consciousness than 
that of Coleridge. Nor possibly is it quite an untnown 
esperience to many of us to have even a fully-written 
record, so to speak, of such impressions imprinted instan- 
taneously on the mind, tbe conscious composition of whole 
pages of narrative, descriptive, or cogitative matter being 
compressed as it were into a moment of time. Unfortu- 
nately, however, tbe impression made upon the ordinary 
brain is effaced as instantaneously as it is produced; tbe 
abnormal exaltation of tlie creative and apprehensive power 
is quite momentary, being probably, indeed, confined to 
tbe single moment between sleep and waking ; and tbe 
mental tablet wbicb a second before was covered so thickly 
with tbe transcripts of ideas and images, all far more vivid, 
or imi^ued to be so, than those of waking life, and all 
apprehended with a miraculous simultaneity by the mind, 
ia converted into a tabula rasa in tbe twinkling of a half- 
opened eye. Tbe wonder in Coleridge's case was that bis 
brain retained the word-impressions sufficiently long to en- 
able him to commit them, to the e>:tent at least of some 
fifty odd lines, to paper, and that, according to his own 
belief, this is but a mere fraction of what but for an un- 
lucky interruption in tbe work of transcribing be would 
have been able to preserve. His own account of this cari- 
ous incident ia as follows: 

"Id tbe Bummer of 1797 tbe autbor, then in ill bealtli, had n- 
tired ta a, lani>]}' fiLrmhouse betnccii Fciriock and Lialun, on ths 
Biinoor coafinea of Somerset uid Deioashire. In consequence of 
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t s^ht hidiapoBiUon, an anodjne had been prescribed, from th* 
effects of wbich he fen asleep in bia cb&ir at the moment that 
he was reading the following BCDtcnce, or irords of itie bbido Bub- 
nance, in Pureh&H's Pilgrimage : ' Here the Khan Kublu commanded 
a palace to be built, and a Btatelj garden thereunto. And thus ten 
miles of fertile gronnd were enclosed by a walL' The Author cob- 
tinued for about three hours in a profound Bleep, at loast of the ui- 
temal senses, dnring which time he has the moat virid confidenoe 
that he could not have composed leas tJian from two to three hnn- 
died lines — if Chat indeed can be called composition iu which ail the 
IniBges rose np before him as things, vrilh a parallel production of 
die corresponding expressions,' without any Ber^salion or conscioas- 
ness of effecL On awaking he appeared to himself to have a dis- 
tinct reoolloction of the whole, and, taking his pen, ink, and paper, 
instantly and eagerly wrote down the lines that are here preserved. 
At this moment he was unfortunately called out by a person on busi' 
neas from Forlock, and detained by him above an hour, and on his 
return to his room found, to his no small aurpriae and murtificalioD, 
that tliongli he nill retained some vague and dim recollection of Che 
general purport of the vision, yet, with the exception of some eight 
or ten scattered lines and imagea, all the reBi bad passed away like 
the images on Che surface of a stream inCo which a stone has been 
UBSt, but, alas I without the after restOFation of the latter." 

Tills poem, though written in 1797, romained, like Ckru- 
Uihel, in MS. till 1616. These were then published in s 
thin quarto vulume, together with another piece called the 
PairiM of Sleep, a composition of many yeara' later date 
than the other two, and of which there will bo occasion to 
say a word or two hereafter. 

At no time, however, not even in this the high-tide of 
its activity, was the parely poetic impulse dominant for 
long together in Coleridge'a mind. He was born with the 
instincts of the orator, and atill more with tiose of the 
teacher, and I donbt whether he ever really regarded him- 
self as fnl&lling the true mission of his life except at those 
moments when he was seeking by spoten word to eier- 
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cise direct toflDeace over his fellon-meD. At tbe sauna 
iine, however, anch was tbe restlessness of bis iatelle^ 
and such bis instability of purpose, tbat he could no lODre 
remain coDstant to wb&t he deemed bis true vocation tbaa 
be could to any otber. Tliis was now to be aigiiaUy ilJas- 
trated. Soon aStey the Aitcient Mariner was written, and 
some time before tbe volume wbicb was to contain it ap- 
peared, Coleridge quitted Stowey for Sbrewsbnry to un- 
dertake tbe duties of a Unitarian preacher in that towB. 
This was in tbe month of January, 1798,' and it aewna 
t^etty certain, tbongb exact dates are not to he ascer- 
tained, that he was hack agaia at Stowey early in the 
month of February. In tbe pages of the Iiilieral (183S) 
William UazUtt has given a most graphic and picturesque 
deecription of Coleridge's appearance and performance in 
his Shrewsbury pulpit; and, judging from this, one ean 
well believe, what indeed was to have been antecedently 
expected, that had he chosen to remain faithful to his new 
employment he might have rivalled the reputation of tbe 
f^reatesl preacher of the time. But bis friends tbe Wed^ 
woods, the two sons of the great potter, whose acqaainl- 
ance he bad mado a few years earlier, were apparently 
much dismayed at tbe proepect of his deserting the librarj 
for the chapel, and they offered him an annuity of £160 
a year on condition of his retiring from tbe miniatry aad 
devoting himself entirely to the study of poetry and plur 
loaophy, Coleridge was staying at the house of Qaalitt'a 

' It aiAj be BaggestGd ibM, thU sudden reaolulion was forced upoo 
Coleridge br the res angusta domi. But I do Dot th'mk thnC was the 
case^ In tlic winter of 1T9T he had obtained an intFoducdoa to and 
Unlered into a literary engagemuut with Xr. Stuart, of the Jfomti^ 
FM, and uoutd thus have met, rts in fact he afterwirds did meet, the 
necmaities of the hour. 
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father when the letter containing this liberal oSer reached 
him, "and he seemed," says the younger Hazlitt, "to 
wake up hia mind to close with the proposal in the act of 
tying on one of hia shoes." Another inducement to bo 
speedy an acceptance of it is no doubt to be found in the 
fact of its presenting to Coleridge an opportunity for the 
fulfilment of a cherished desire— that, namely, of " com- 
pleting his education," as he regarded it, by studying the 
German language, and acquiring an acquaintance with the 
theology and philosophy of Germany in that country itself. 
This prospect he was enabled, through the generosity of 
the Wedgwoods, to put into execution towards the end of 
1798. 

But before passing on from this culminating and, to all 
intents and purposes, this closing year of Coleridge's ca- 
reer as a poet it will be proper to attempt something like 
a final review of his poetic work. Admirable as much of 
that work is, and unique in quality as it is throughout, I 
mnst confess that it leaves on my own mind a stronger 
impression of the unequal and imperfect than does that of 
any poet at all approaching Coleridge in imaginative vigoar 
and intellectual grasp. It is not a mere inequality and 
imperfection of style like that which so seriously detracts 
from the pleasure of reading Byron. Nor is it that the 
thought is often impar aibi — that, like Wordsworth's, it is 
too apt to descend from the mountain-tops of poetry to the 
flats of commonplace, if not into the bogs of bathos. In both 
these respects Coleridge may and does occasionally ofiend, 
bnt his workmanship is, on the whole, as much more artistic 
than Byron's as the material of his poetry is of more uni- 
formly equal value than Wordsworth's. Yet, with almost 
the sole exception of the An^itnl Mariner, his work is in 
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a certain sense more disappointing than that of either. In 
Hpite of his theory aa to the twofold function of poetry 
wo must finally judge that of Coleridge, as of any other 
poet, by its relation to the actual. ADcicnt Mariners and 
Chriatabela — the people, the scenery, and the incidents of 
an imaginary world- — may be handled by poetry once and 
again to the wonder and delight of man ; but feats of this 
kind cannot — or cannot in the Western world, at any rate 
— be repeated indefinitely, and the ultimate test of poetry, 
at least for the modern European reader, is its treatment 
of actualities — its relations to the world of human action, 
passion, sensation, thought. And when we try Coleridge's 
poetry in any one of these four regions of life, we seem 
forced to admit that, despite all its power and beauty, it 
at no moment succeeds in convincing us, aa at their best 
moments Wordsworth's and even Byron's continually does, 
that the poet has found his true poetic vocation- — that he 
is interpreting that aspect of life which he can interpret 
better than ho can any other, and which no other poet, 
save the one who has vanquished all poets in their own 
special fields of achievement, can interpret as weU as he. 
In no poem of actuality does Coleridge so victoriously 
show himself to be the right man at the right work as 
does Wordsworth in certain moods of seerahip and Byron 
in certain moments of passion. Of them at such moods 
and moments we feel assured that they have discovered 
where their real strength lies, and have put it forth to tho 
utmost. But we never feel satisfied that Coleridge has 
discovered wiiere his real strength lies, and he strikes na aa 
feeling no more certainty on the point himself. Strong 
as is bis pinion, his flight seems to resemble rather that of 
the eaglet than of the full-^own eagle even to the last. 
He continues "mewing his mighty youth" a little too 



I 



COLXAIDGi;. 






k»g. I There Is a tentativenees of m&Dner irbich seems to 
come frum a congciuuH aptitnde for mail; poetic stales 
sad an incapacity to determine which should he definitelj 
adopted and cultivAted to perfection. | Hence one too often 
retGras from any prolonged ramble through Coleridge's 
poetry with an unMiCisfied feeling whicb does not tronble 
US on oar return from the beat literary country of Byron 
or Wordsworth. Byron has taken us by rough roads, and 
Wordsworth led ua through some desperately flat and 
dreary lowlands to his faconnte " bits ;" but we feel that 
we have seen mountain and valley, wood and river, glen 
and waterfall at their beat. But Coleridge's poetry leaves 
too much of the feeling of a walk through a fiue conntry 
on. a misty day. We may have had many a peep of heau- 
tifnl scenery and occasional glimpses of the sublime ; bat 
the medium of viaion has been of variable quality, and 
somehow we come home with an uneasy snspician that we 
have not seen as much as wo might. 

It is obvious, however, even upon a cnraory considera- 
tion of the matter, that this disappointing element in Cole- 
ridge's poetry is n neceasary result of the circumstancea of 
its prodaction ; for the period of hia productive activity (at 
least after attaining manhood) was too short to enable a 
mind with so many intellectaal distractions to ascertain its 
true poetic bent, and to concentrate its ener^ea thereupon. 
If he seems always to be feeling his way towards the work 
which he conld do best, it is for the very good reason that 
this is what, from 1796 to 1800, he was continually doing 
as a matter of fact. The various styles which he attempted 
— and for a season, in each case, with such brilliant results 
— are forms of poetic expression corresponding, on the 
face of them, to poetic tmpalses of an essentially fleeting 
uAure. The political or politico-religions odea were the 
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offspring of youthful deoaocratie eothusiasin ; the snper- 
oatarol poems, so to call them for nant of a better name, 
had their origin in an almoBt equally youthful and more 
than equally transitory passion for tho wild and wondrous. 
I Political disillusion is fatal to the one irapolse, and mero 
advance in years extiDgutahes the other. Visions of An- 
cient Mariners and Christabels do not revisit the matnrft 
ui, and the Toryism of middle life will hardly inspin 
odes to anythiug. 

With the extinction of these tvro forms of creatire im- 
pulse Coleridge's poetic activity, from causes to be con- 
udered hereafter, came almost entirely to an end, and into 
what later forms it might subsequeatlj' hare developed re- 
mains therefore a matter more or less of conjecture. Yet 
I thiak there is almost a sufficiency of a priori evidence as 
to what that form would have been. Had the poet io him 
sarvived uotU years had " brought the philosophic mind," 
ho would doubtless have done for the human spirit, in it* 
purely isolated self-commnnings, what Wordsworth did for 
it in its communion with external nature. All that the 
\ poetry of Wordsworth is for the mind which loves to hold 
^^ converse with the world of things ; this, and more perhaps 
-^ than this — if more be possible — would the poetry of Cole- 
■ ridge have been for the mind which abides by preference 
a the world of self-originating emotion and introspective 
thought. Wordsworth's primary function is to interpret 
natare to man : the interpretation of man to himself is with 
him a secondary process only — the response, in almost ev- 
ery instance, to impressions from withoat. This poet can 
Dobly brace the human heart to fortitude ; but he mnat 
first have seen the leech-gatherer on the lonely moor. Th» 
"presence and the spirit interfused" throughout creation 
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moTing and majestic words ; yet the 
B felt it " in the light of setting suns 

and the living air" before he feels it 
1." But what Wordsworth grants only 
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is revealed to us i: 
poet requires to ha 
and the round ocea 
"in the mind of mj 

to the reader who wanders with him in imagination by lake 
and mountain, the Muse of Coleridge, had she lived, would 
have bestowed upon the man who has entered into his in- 
ner chamber and shut to the door. This, it seeros to me, 
is the work for which genius, temperament, and intellect- 
oal habit would alike have fitted him. For while his feel- 
ing for internal nature was undoubtedly less profound, less 
mystically penetrating than \yords worth's, his sensibilities 
in general were incomparably quicker and more subtle than 
those of the friend in whom lie so generously recognised 
a master ; and the reach of his sympathies extends to forms 
of human emotion, to subjects of human interest which lay 
altogether ontside the somewhat narrow range of Words- 
worth. 

And, with so mc^ificent a furniture of those mental and 
moral qualities which should belong to " a singer of man 
to men," it must not be forgotten that his technical equip- 
ment for the work was of the most splendidly eSeotiTe 
kind. If a critic like Mr. Swinburne seems to speak in ex- 
aggerated praise of Coleridge's lyrics, we can well under- 
stand their enchantment for a master of music like him- 
self. Probably it was the same feeling which made Shel- 
ley describe France as " the finest ode in the English lan- 
guage." With all, in fact, who hold — as it is surely plausi- 
ble to hold — that the first duty of a singer is to sing, the 
poetry of Coleridge will always be more likely to be classed 
above than below its merits, great as they are. For, if we 
except some occasional lapses in his sonnets — a metrical 
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form in which, at his best, he is quite " oat of the ran- 
Ling " with Wordsworth — his melody never fails him. 3^ 
^3aj a_8Lnger always , as Wordsworth is not always, and Byron 
almost never. The -Eolian harp to which he so loved to 
listen does not more surely respond in mnaic to the breeze 
of heaven than does Coleridge's poetic utterance to the 
wind of his inspiration. Of the dreamy fascination which 
Love exercises over a listening ear I have already spoken ; 
and there is hardly less charm in the measore and asso- 
nances of the Circassian Love Chant. Ckriatahel again, 
considered solely from tho metrical point of view, is a veri- 
table tour deforce — the very model of a metre for roman- 
tic legend; as which, indeed, it was imitated with suffi- 
cient grace and spirit, but seldom with anything approach- 
ing to Coleridge's melody, by Sir Walter Scott. 

Endowed therefore with so glorious a gift of song, and 
only not fully master of hia poetic means because of the 
very versatility of his artistic power and the very variety 
and catholicity of his youthful sympathies, it is unhappily 
but too certain that the world has lost much by that per- 
versity of conspiring accidents which so untimely silenced 
Coleridge's muse. And the loss is the more trying to pos- 
terity because he seems, to a not, I think, too curiously con- 
sidering criticism, to have once actually struck that very 
chord which wonld have sounded the most movingly be- 
neath bis touch — and to have struck it at the very moment 
when the failing hand was about to quit the keys forever. 



a fata Deque ultra 



I cannot regard it as merely fantastic to believe that the 
Dy'ection, that dirge of infinite pathos over the grave of 
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creative imagination, might, but for the fatal decree nhicb 
had by that time gone forth sgaiast Coleridge's health uid 
happiaess, have beea but the cradle-cry of a nevr-boru po- 
etic power, in which imagiaatioD, not annihilated but trana- 
migrant, would have aplendidiy proved its vitality through 
other forma of song. 




CHAPTER rV. 



— BETIKBMEMT TO 
BEBWIOE. 

[17B9-1800.] 

Thi departare of the two poets for the ConliDent was de- 
layed only till they had seen their joint volume through 
thepreas. The £i/rical Balladg appeared in the aQtamn 
of 1798, and on 16th September of that year Coleridge 
left Tarmoath for Hamburg with Wordsworth and his sis- 
ter,' The purpose of his two companions' tour is not Icnown 
to have been other than the pleasure, or mijied pleasure and 
instruction, usually derivable from foreign travel ; that of 
Coleridge was strictly, even sternly, educational. Imme- 
diately on his arrival in Germany he parted from the Wnrds- 
woTtha, wiio went on to Goalar,' and took up hia abode at 

' Db Quinoey'fl error, in Bupposing that Coleridge's visit to Ger- 
moiiy to " complete bis education " was muile at an earlier date IbaD 
this journey with the Wordaworths, ia a somewhat singular mistake 
for one so veil acquainted with the facta of Coleridge's life. Had we 
Dot bia own statement that this of IT96 was the first occasion of Ua 
qoittiug his native country, it ao huppena that we can account in 
England for nearlj every moutb of bis time from bis leaving Cam- 
bridge until this date. 

' It haa only within a comparatively T«ccDt period been aaceMaified 
that the visit of the Wordgworths to GeiiDan; was itself another re- 
sult of Thomas Wedgwood's generous appreciation of literary nierk. 
It appears, on the incontrovertible testimony of the Wedgwoods' ao- 
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the house of the pastor at Ratzebiirg, with whom he spent 
five months in assidnona study of the language. In Jan- 
uary he removed to Giittingen. Of his life here during 
the nent few months we possess an interesting record in 
the Early Years and Lale Reflections of Dr. Carrlyon, a 
book publisbed many years after the events which it re- 
late*, but which is quite obviously a true reflection of im- 
pressions yet fresh in the mind of its writer when its 
materials were first collected. Its principal value, in fact, 
is that it gives us Coleridge from the standpoint of the 
average young educated Englishman of the day, sufficient- 
ly intelligent, indeed, to bo sensible of his fellow-studeut'a 
transcendent abilities, but as little awed by them out of 
youth's healthy irreverence of criticism as the ordinary 
English undergraduate ever has been by the intellectual 
supremacy of any "greatest man of his day" who might 
cliance to have been his contemporary at Oxford or Cam- 
bridge. In Dr. Carrlyon'a reminiscences and in the quoted 
letters of a certain young Parry, another of the English 
student colony at Gottiugeu, wc get a piquant picture of 
the poct-pliiloaopher of seven-and- twenty, with hia yet 
bnoyaot belief in his future, hia still unquenched interest 
in the world of things, and his never-to-be-quenched in- 
terest in the world of thought, his even then inexhaustible 
fiow of disquisition, his generous admiration for the gifts 
of others, and his rta'ive complacency — including, it woold 
seem, a touch of the vanity of personal appearance — in 
hia own. " He frequently," writes Dr. Carrlyon, " recited 
his own poetry, and not oufrequently led ua further into 

coantB with their ngents at Hnmburg, thitt tbe enpenses of all three 
travellers were defrajed by their friend at home. Tbe credits opened 
for them amounted, during tbe course of tbeir stay abroad, to some 
i:2G0.^Misa Meteyard'a A Omup of EnglUhmm, p. 99. 
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the labyrinth of bis metapbjaical elucidations, either of 
p&rticalar passages or of the original conception of any 
of his productions, than we were able to follow him. At 
the conclusion, for instance, of the first stanza of Chris- 
label, he would perhaps comment at full length npon 
such a line as 'Tu-whit! — Tu-whoo!' that we might not 
fall into the mistake of supposing originality to be its 
sole merit." The example is not very happily chosen, for 
Coleridge could hardly have claimed " originality " for aa 
ODomatopceia which occurs in one of Shakspeare's best 
known lyrics ; but it serves well enough to illustrate the 
fact that he " very seldom went right to the end of any 
piece of poetry ; to pause and analyse was his delight." 
His disappointment with regard to his tragedy of Oaorio 
vas, we also learn, still fresh. He seldom, we are told, 
" recited any of the beautiful passages with which it 
abounds without a visible intcirruptioD of the perfect com- 
posure of his mind." He mentioned with great emotion 
Sheridan's inexcusable treatment of him with respect to 
it At the same time, adds his friend, " he is a severe 
critic of his own productions, and declares " (this no doubt 
with reference to his then, and indeed his constant esti- 
mate of Chrislahel as bis masterpiece) "that his best 
poems have perhaps not appeared in print." 

Young Parry's account of his fellow -student is also 
fresh and pleasing. "It is very delightful," be tells a 
correspondent, "to hear him sometimes discourse on re- 
■ ligiouB topics for an hour together. Hia fervour is par- 
ticularly agreeable when compared with the chilling spec- 
ulations of German philosophers," whom Coleridge, he 
adds, " successively forced to abandon all their strong- 
holds." He is "much liked, notwithstanding many pe- 
cnliaritiea. He is very liberal towards all doctrines and 
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<^iiiioi», and cannot bo put out of temper. These cir- 
camatances give him the ddvsntage of his opponents, wbo 
are always bigoted and often irascible. Coleridge is an 
enthusiast on many subjects, and must therefore appear to 
many to possess fanlts, asd no doubt he has faults, bat be 
haa a good heart and a large mass of information with," 
as his fellow -student condescendingly admits, "superior 
talente. I The great fai^tjtbich his fric nris may lam entia 
the variety of Bubjects which he_adopts, aodthe^iislBMe 
natore of his or dinary a pecolations, extra hom ines poti U u . 
TKey can easily," concluHeathe writer, rising here lo the 
full statelinesa of youth's epistolary style — " they can easiiy 
excuse his devoted attachment to his country, and his rea- 
BOning as to the means of producing the greatest hiim«ii 
happiness, bet they do not nniversally approve the mys- 
ticism of his metaphysics and the remoteness of his topics 
from human comprehension." 

In the month of May, lV99, Coleridge set out with a 
party of bis fellow-atndenis on a walking tour through 
the Harz Mountains, an excursion productive of much 
oral philosophising on his part, and of the composition of 
the lAnes on aaeending the Broekea, not one of the hap- 
piest efforts of bis mnse. As to the philosophising, "he 
never," says one of bis companions on this trip, " appeared 
to tire of mental exercise ; ta!k seemed to bim a peren- 
nial pastime, and his cndeavonrs to inform and amnse us 
ended only with th« cravings of hnnger or the fatigoe of 
a long march, from which neither his conversational pow- 
ers nor his stoicism could pi'otc>ct himself or ns," It 
speaks highly for the matter of Coleridge's allocutions that 
BDch incessant ontpourings during a mountaineering tramp 
appear to have left no lasting impression of boredom be- 
hind them. The holiday seems to have been thoroughly 



T.] 



HETUBN TO ENGLAKD. 



I 



enjoyed by the whole party, and Coleridge, at any rate, 
bad certainly earned it. For onco, and it is almost to be 
feared for the last time in hia life, ho had resisted his 
besetting tendency to dispersiveness, and constrained his 
intelligence to apply itself to one thing at a time. He 
had come to Germany to acquire the language, and to 
learn what of German theology and metaphysics he might 
find worth the stndy, and his fire months' steady piirsnit 
of the former object had been followed by another four 
months of resolute prosecution of the latter. He attended 
the lectures of Professor Elumenbacb, and obtained through 
a fellow-student notes from those of Eichhom. He suf- 
fered no interruption in his studies, unless we are to ex- 
cept a short Tisit from Wordsworth and his sister, who 
had spent most of their stay abroad in residence at Go»- 
lar; and he appears, in short, to have made in every way 
the best use of his time. On 24th June, 1799, he gave 
his leave-taking supper at G5ttingen, replying to the toast 
of his health in fluent Ocrman but with an execrable ac- 
cent; and the next day, presumably, he started on hia 
homeward journey. 

His movements for the next few months are incor- 
rectly stated in most of the brief memoirs prefixed to 
the various editions of the poet's works — their writers 
having. It is to be imagined, accepted without examina- 
tion a misplaced date of Mr. Gillman's, It is not the fact 
that Coleridge " returned to England after an absence of 
fourteen months, and arrived in London the 27th of No- 
vember." His absence could not have lasted longer than 
a year, for we know from the evidence of Miss Words- 
worth's diary that he was exploring the Lake country 
(very likely for the first time) in company with her broth- 
er and herself in the month of September, 1799. The 
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probability is tbat he arrived in England eai'l y in July, and 
immediately thereupon did tbc most natural and proper 
thing to be done under the circnmstances — namely, re- 
turned to his wife and children at Nether Stowey, and re- 
mained there for the next two months, after which be set 
off with the Wordsworths, then stilt at Alfoxden, to visit the 
district to which the latter had cither already resolved npon, 
or were then contemplating, the transfer of their abode. 

The 27th of November is no doubt the correct date of 
bis arrival in London, though not " from abroad." And 
his first six weeks in the metropolis were spent in a very 
characteristic fashion — in tiie preparation, namely, of a 
■wort which he pronounced with perfect accuracy to be 
destined to fall dead from the press. He shut himself up 
in a lodging in Buckingham Street, Strand, and by the 
end of the above-mentioned period he had completed 
his admirable translation of WallenstHn, in itself a perfect, 
and indeed his most perfect dramatic poem. The mana- 
script of this English version of Schiller's drama was pur- 
chased by Messrs. Longman under the condition that the 
translation and the original should appear at the same 
time. Very few copies were sold, and the publishers, in- 
different to Coleridge's advice to retain the nnsold copies 
until the book should become fashionable, disposed of them 
as waste paper. Sixteen years afterwards, on the publica- 
tion of Chrislabel, they were eagerly sought for, and the 
few remaining copies doubled their price. It was while 
engaged upon this work that he fonned that connection 
with politiciil journalism which lasted, though with inter- 
missions, throughout most of the remainder of his life. 
His early poetical pieces had, as we have seen, made their 
first appearance in the Morning Post, but hitherto that 
newspaper had received no prose contribnlion from his 
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pen. His engagement with iti proprietor, Mr. Daniel 
Stuart, to whom he had hecn introduced during a visit ta 
London in 1797, was to contribute an occasional copy of 
verses for a stipulated annual sum ; and some dozen or bo 
of his poems (notably among them the ode to France and 
the two strange pieces, Fire, Famine, and Slaughter and 
The DeviVs Thoughte) had entered the world in this way 
during the years 1798 and 1799. 

Misled by the error above corrected, the writerB of aom* 
of the brief memoirs of Coleridge's life represent him as 
having sent verse contributions to the Morning Poat from 
Germany in 1799; but aa the earliest of these only ap- 
peared in August of that year, there is no jeason to sup- 
pose that any of them were written before his return to 
England. The longest of the serious pieces is the well- 
known Ode to Georgitna, Duchess of Devonshire, which 
cannot be regarded as one of the happiest of Coleridge's 
productions. Its motive is certainly a little slight, and its 
sentiment moro than a little overstrained. The noble en- 
thusiasm of the noble lady who, " though nursed in pomp 
md pleasure," could yet condescend to " hail the platform 
vild where once the Austrian fell beneath the shaft of 
Tell," hardly strikes a reader of the present day as remark- 
able enough to be worth "gushing" over; and when tho 
poet goes on to suggest aa the esplanation of Georgiana'a 
having " learned that heroic measure " that the Whig great 
lady had suckled her own children, we certainly seem to 
have taken the fatal step beyond the sublime I It is to b« 
presumed that Tory great ladies invariably employed the 
ices of a wet-nurse, and hence failed to win the same 
tribute from the angel of the earth, who, usually, while he 

" His cbariolr-plnneC round tbe gonl of day, 
All Iremblujg saieii on the e;e oC Qod," 
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bot who on tbiB occasion " a moment turned hU awful 

f»ce awBT " to gaze approvingly on tlie high-born mother 
who bad to conscieutiously performed her maternal dnties. 
Very different is the tone of this poem from that of 
tilt two best known of Coleridge's lighter contribations 
to the Morning Pott. The moat auccessfol of these, how- 
ever, from the journalistic point of view, is in a literary 
Bense the less remarkable. One is indeed a little aston- 
ished to find that a public, accustomed to such admirable 
political satire as the Anli -Jacobin, shontd have been so 
much taken as it seems to have been by the rough rer- 
sification and somewhat clnmsy sarcasm of the DevitM 
TfumghU. The poem created something like a furon, 
and sold a large reissue of the nambcr of the Morning 
Pml in which it appeared. Nevertheless it is from the 
metrical point of view do^erel, as indeed the aathoT 
admits, three of its most smoot lily-flowing stanzas being 
from the hand of Southey, while there is nothing in its 
boisterons political drollery to pnt its composition beyond 
the reach of any man of strong partisan feelings and a 
turn for street-hnmour. Fire, Famine, and Slaughter, on 
the other hand, is literary in every sense of the word, re- 
quiring indeed, and very urgently, to insist on its charac- 
ter as literatnre, in order to justify itself against the charge 
of inhuman malignity. Despite the fact that " letters fonr 
do form his name," it is of conrse an idealised statesman, 
and not the real flesh and blood Mr. Pitt, whom the sister 
furies, Fire, Famine, and S!anghter, extol as their patron 
in these terrible lines. The poem must be treated as what 
lawyers call an " A. B. case." Coleridge must be supposed 
to be lashing certain alphabetical symbols arranged in a 
certain order. This idealising process is perfectly easy and 
familiar to everybody with the literary sense. The de- 
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duction for " poetic license " is just as readily, though it 
does not, of course, require to be as frequently, made with 
respect to the hyperbole of denunciation as with respect 
to that of praise. Nor need we doubt that this deduction 
had in fact been made by all intelligent readers long be- 
fore that agitating dinner at Mr. Sotheby's, which Cole- 
ridge describes with such ansions gravity in bia apologetic 
preface to the republication of the lines. On the whole 
one may pretty safely accept De Quincey's view of the 
true character of this incident us related by bim in his 
own inimitable fashion, namely, that it was in the nature 
of an elaborate hoax, played oE at the poet's expense.' 
The malice of the piece is, as De Quincey puts it, quite 
obviously a " malice of the understanding and fancy," and 

' After qucpting the two concluding lines of the poem, "Fire'a" 
rebuke of ber Inaonstant slaters, ia the words 
"iHluncamMthful, I 
Cling to him everlaslinglj," 
D« Quincev proceeds: "The scntiaiKnt is diabolical; and the ques- 
tion argued at the London dlnner-tahla (Mr. Sotheby's) was 'Conld 
Iha writer have been other than a devil ?' , . . Several of the great 
gotiB among the literary body were present — in particuluc Sir Wdter 
Scott, and he, we believe, with his usual good nature, took the apolo- 
getic side of the dispute ; in fact, he was in the secret. Nobody else, 
bnmiig the author, knew at first whose good name was at stake. 
The scene must have been bigli. The company kicked about the 
poor diabolic writer's bead aa though it had been n ti 
Coleridge, the yet unknown criminal, absolutely perspired and fumed 
in pleading for the defendant; the company demurred; the 
grew urgent; wits began to tmoke the case as an active verb, the 
advocate to smoke as a neuter verb ; the ' f uu grew fast and furi- 
ous,' until at length the delinquent arose, burning tears in liis eyes, 
oud confessed lo on audience now bursting with atitled laughter (but 
whom he supposed to be bursting with fiery Indignadoli), 'Lo, I am 
be that wrote it.' " 
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not of the heart. There is significance in the mere fact 
that the poem was duliberately puhlished by Coleridge two 
jam after its com position, when the vehemence of his 
political animosities had much ahated. Written in 1706, 
it did not appear in the Morning Post till January, 1798. 
He was now, however, about to draw closer his connec- 
tion with the newspaper press. Soon after his return from 
Oermany he was solicited to " undertake the literary and 
political department in the Mominff Post," and acceded to 
the proposal " on condition that the paper should thence- 
forward be conducted on certwn fixed and announced prin- 
ciples, and that he should be neither obliged nor requested 
to deviate from them in favour of any party or any event." 
Accordingly, from December, 1799, until about midsummer 
of 1600, Coleridge became a regular contributor of politi- 
cal articles to this journal, sometimes to the number of two 
or three in one week. At the end of the period of six 
months he quitted London, and his contributions became 
necessarily leas frequent, but they were continued (though 
vitb two apparent breaks of many months in duration)' 
nntU the close of the year 1803. It would seem, however, 
that nothing but Coleridge's own disinclination prevented 
this connection from taking a form in which it would have 
profoundly modified his whole future career. In a letter 
to Mr. Poole, dated March, 1800, he informs his friend that 
if he " had the least love of money " he could " make sure 
of £3000 a year, for that Stuart had offered him half shares 

' Sie in Stiayt on ha own T^mes, by S. T. C, the collection of her 
Ifttber'B artiolea made by Mrs. Nelson (Sara) Coleridge ; but without 
attributing Btrange error to Coleridge's own ealimate (in the Sio- 
fraphia Lileraria) of the MDOunt of his jourtulistic work, it ia im- 
possible to believo that this ooUectioo, [oruiing as it does but two 
SDmil volumes, and a ponion of a, third, is nojthing like complete. 
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in his two papers, the Morning Post and the Courier, if 
he would deroto himself to thera in conjunction with their 
proprietor. But I told him," he continues, " that I would 
not gire up the country and the lazy reading of old folios 
for two thousand times two thousand pounds — in short, 
that beyond £350 a year I considered money a real eril." 
Startlingly liheral as this offer will appear to the journalist, 
it seems really to have been made. For, writing long af- 
terwards to Mr. Nelson Coleridge, Mr. Stuart says : " Coold 
Coleridge and I place ourselves thirty years bact, and he 
be BO far a man of business as to write three or four hours 
a day, there is nothing I would not pay for his assistance. 
I would take him into partnership, and I would enable him 
to make a large fortune." Nor is there any reason to think 
that the bargain would have been a bad one for the pro- 
prietor from the strictly commercial point of view. Cole- 
ridge in later years may no doubt have overrated the effect 
of his own contributions on the circulation of the Morning 
Post, but it must have been beyond question considerable, 
and wonld in all likelihood have become far greater if be 
conld have been induced to devote himself more closely to 
the work of journalism. For the fact is — and it is a fact 
for which the current conception of Coleridge's intellectu- 
al character docs not altogether prepare one — that he was 
a workman of the very first order of excellence in this cu- 
rious craft. The faculties which go to the attainment of 
such excellence are not perhaps among the highest distinc- 
tions of the human mind, but, such as they are, they are 
speciffc and well marked ; they arc by no means the nec- 
essary accompaniments even of the most conspicuous liter- 
ary power, and they are likely rather to suffer than to profit 
by association with great subtlety of intellect or wide phil- 
osophic grasp. It is not to the advantage of the jonmal- 



n COLERIDGE. [cup. 

nt, u Buch, that be sfaoald aee too maoj things nt a time, 
or too far into any one thing, and even the gifts of an ao- 
tiTB imagination and an abundant vocsbulary are eaoli of 
tliem likely to prove a snare. To be wholly succeaafal, 
the jonrnalist — at least the English journalist — must not bo 
loo eloquent, or too witty, or too humorous, or too ingen- 
ioua, or too profoand. Yet the Engliab reader Ukes, or 
thinks he likes, eloquence ; be lias a keen ^iense of humour, 
and a fair appreciation of nit ; and he would be much hurt 
if be nere told that ingenuity and profundity were in them- 
selves distaatefuJ to bim. How, then, to give him enough 
of these qualities to [ilease and not enough to offend him — 
as much cloijucnce as will stir his emotions, but not enough 
to arouse his distrii.st; as much wit as will carry home the 
SFgnment, but not enough to make him doubt its sincerity ; 
*s much humour as will escape the charge of levity; as muoh 
ingenuity as can be dispJsjed without incurring suspicion, 
and as much profundity as may impress without bewil- 
dering! This is a problem which is fortunately simpli- 
fied for moat journalists hy the fact of their possessing 
these qualities in no more than, if in so much as, the min- 
imnm required. But Coleridge, it must be remembered, 
possessed most of them in embarrassing superfluity. T^o% 
all of them indeed, for, though ho could be nitty and at 
times hnmorons, bis temptations to excess in these re- 
spects were doubtless not considerable. But as for bis 
eloquence, ho was from his youth upwards Isao t<»'rait- 
lior, his dialectical ingenuity was unequalled, and in dis- 
qaiaition of the speculative order no man was so apt as 
he to penetrate more deeply into his subject than most of 
hia readers would care to follow bim. A priori, there- 
fore, one would have expected that Coleridge's inatincta' 
wonld bare led him to rketoriae too much in his diation, 
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to refine too much io liia argmnents, and to pbiloBophiae 
too mucb in bis rcSectiona, to have hit the popular taste 
as a journalist, and that at the age of eight-and-twenty 
he would have been unable to subject these tendencies 
either to the artistic repression of the maturer writer or to 
the tactical reatrainta of the trained advocate. This emi- 
nentlj Datura] assumption, however, is entirely rebutted by 
the facts. Nothing is more remarlcable in Coleridge's con- 
tributions to the Morning Post than their thoroughly work- 
manlike character from the journalistic point of view, their 
avoidance of " viewiness," their strict adherence to the one 
or two simple points which he is endeavouring at any par- 
ticular juncture in politics to enforce upon his reader!<, and 
the steadiness vrith which he keeps his own and his read- 
ers' attention fixed on the specia! political necessities of 
the hour. His articles, in short, belong to that valuable 
class to which, while it gives pleasure to the cultivated 
reader, the most commonplace and Philistine man of busi- 
ness cannot refuse the, to him, supreme praise of being 
eminently " practical." They hit the nail on the head in 
nearly every case, and they take the plainest and most di- 
rect route to their point, dealing in rhetoric and metaphor 
only so far as the strictly " business " ends of the argu- 
ment appear to require. Nothing, for instance, conld have 
been better done, better reasoned and written, more skil- 
fully adapted tbronghont to the English taste, than Cole- 
ridge's critioism (31st Dec, 1709) on the new constitutiun 
established by Bonaparte and Siey^s on the founcintion of 
the Consulate, with its eighty senators, the " creatures of 
a renegade priest, himself the creature of a foreign mer- 
cenary, its hundred tribunes who are to talk and do noth- 
ing, and its three hundred legislators whom the constitu- 
tion orders to be silent." What a ludierons Purgatory, 
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adds he, " for three hundred Frenchmen !" Very vigorona, 
moreover, is he on the ministerial rejection of the French 
proposals of peace in 1800, arguing againBt the continu- 
ance of the war on the very sound anti-Jacohin gronnd 
that if it were nnsuccesaful it would inflame French ambi- 
tion anew, and, if successful, repeat the experience of the 
results of rendering France desperate, and simply reani- 
mate Jacobinism. 

Effective enough too, for the controversial needs of the 
moment, was the argument that if France were known, as 
Ministers pretended, to be insincere in soliciting peace, 
" Ministers would certainly treat with her, since they would 
again secure the support of the British people in the war, 
and expose the ambition of the enemy ;" and that, thera- 
fore, the probability was that the British GoTernnicnt knew 
France to be sincere, and shrank from negotiation lest it 
should expose their own desire to prosecute the war,' Most 
happy, again, is his criticism of Lord Grenville's note, with 
its references to the unprovoked aggression of France (in 
the matter of the opening of the Scheldt, etc.) as tho sole 
cause and origin of the war. " If this were indeed true, 
in what ignorance must not Mr. Pitt and Mr. Windham 
have kept the poor Duke of Portland, who declared in the 
House of Lords that the cause of the war was the main- 
tenance of the Christian religion?" 

To add literary excellence of the higher order to the 
peculiar qualities which give force to the newspaper arti- 

' Alas, tbat the facta should be so merciless to the most excellent 
arguments I Coleridge could not foresee that Napoleon would, yeari 
afterwards, admit in his own Memoirs the insincerity of his OTcrtutes. 
"I had need of war; a treaty of peace . . . would have withered ev- 
ery imagination." And when Mr. Pitt's answer arriveci, "it filleil 
me with a secret saUsfaction." 
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cle is for a joarnalist, of course, a " counsel of perfection ;" 
bnt it remains to bo remarked that Coleridge did make 
this addition in a most conspicaoas manner. Mrs. H. N. 
Coleridge's three volumes of her father's Essays on hit 
own Times deserve to live as literature apart altogether 
from their merits as journalism. Indeed, among the arti- 
cles in the Morning Post between 1799 and 1802 may be 
found some of the finest specimens of Coleridge's maturer 
prose style. The character of Pitt, which appeared on 
19t!i March, 1800, is as remarkable for its literary merits 
as it is for the almost humorous political perversity which 
would not allow the Minister any single merit except that 
which he owed to the sedulous rhetorical training received 
by him from his father, viz,, " a premature and unnatural 
dexterity in the combination of words." ' Tlie letters to 
Fox, again, though a little artificialised perhaps by remi- 
niscences of Junius, are full of weight and dignity. But 
by far the moat piquant illustration of Coleridge's peculiar 
power is to be found in the comparison between his own 
Tersion of Pitt's speech of 17th February, 1800, on the 
continuance of the war, with the report of it which ap- 
peared in the Times of that date. With the exception of 

■ The following passage, loo, U curious as showiof; how polemics, 
like histor}', repEst thE^msHlvus. "As his reasonings were, bo ia his 
eloquence. One character pervades bis whole being. Words on 
words, finelf arranged, and so doiteroualy consequent that the whole 
bears the semblsDce of arguoient and bUII keeps awake a sense of 
iurpriee ; but, when all ia done, uotbing romembemblo has been said ; 
DO one philoaophical remark, no one image, not even a pointed apho- 
rism. Kot a eentcDCe of Mr. Pitt's has ever been quoted, or formed 
the favoudte phrase of tbe day — a thing uneiampled in an; maa of 
equal reputation." With the a(teration of one word — the proper 
name — this passage might have been taken straight from some po> 
litkul diatiibe of to-daj. 
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a few unwarranted elaborations of the arguments here and 
there, the two speeehua are in substance iUentical ; but the 
effect of the contrast between the Minister's cold state- 
paper periods and the life and glow of the poet-journalist's 
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s almost comic. Mr. Gillm 
n hufiineas at the editor's, 

o was the reporter of the speech for the Morning 
i, on being told, remarked drily that the report 
re credit to his head than to hia memory." 
On the whole one can well understand Mr. Stuart's anx- 
iety to secure Coleridge's permanent collaboration with 
him in the business of journalism ; and it would be posu- 
ble to maintain, with less of paradoi: than may at first sight 
appear, that it would have been better not only for Cole- 
ridge himself but for the world at large if the editor's ef- 
forts had been successful. It would indeed have been bow- 
ing the neck to the yoke ; but there are some natures upon 
which constraint of that sort exercises not a depressing bnt 
A steadying influence. What, after all, would the loss in 
hours devoted to a comparatively inferior class of literary 
labour have amounted to when compared with the gain in 
much-needed habits of method and regularity, and — more 
valuable than all to an intellect like Coleridge's — in the 
constant reminder that human life is finite and the mate- 
rials of human speculation infinite, and that even a world- 
embracing mind roust apportion its labour to ita day! 
There is, however, the great question of health to be con- 
sidered— iAe question, aa every one knows, of Coleridge's 
whole career and life. If health was destined to give way, 
in any event — if its collapse, in fact, was simply the cause 
of all the lamentable eiternal results which followed it, 
vhile itself due only to predetermined internal conditions 
over which the sufferer had no control— then to be sure 
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eadil qucestjo. At London or at the Lakea, among news- 
paper files or old folios, Coleridge's life would in that case 
have run the same sad course ; and bis rejection of Ur. 
Stnart'a offer becomes a matter of no particular interest to 
disappointed posterity. But be that as it may, the " old 
folios" won the day. In the summer of 1800 Coleridge 
quitted London, and hnving wound up his aSairs at hia 
then place of residence, removed with his wife and chil- 
dren to a new and beautiful home in that English Lake 
conntry with which his name was destined, like those of 
Sonthey sad Wordsworth, to be enduringly associated. 



CHAPTER V. 



[1 800-1 B04.] 

We are now approaching the turning-point, moral ind 
physical, of Coleridge's career. The next few years do- 
tennioed not only his destiny as a writer but his life aa 
a man. Between his arrival at Keswick in the summer 
of 1800 and his departure for Malta in the spring of 1804 
that fatal change of constitution, temperament, and habits 
which governed the whole of his subsequent history had 
fully established itself. Between these two dates he was 
transformed from the Coleridge of whom his young fellow- 
students in Germany have left us so pleasing a picture into 
the Coleridge whom distressed kinsmen, alienated friends, 
and a disappointed public were to have before them for 
the remainder of his days. Here, then, at Keswick, and 
in these first two or three years of the century — here or 
nowhere is the key to the melancholy mystery to be found. 
It is probahle that only those who have gone with some 
minuteness into the facts of this singular life are aware 
how great was the change effected during this very short 
period of time. When Coleridge left London for the Lake 
country, he had not completed his eight-and-twentieth 
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year. Before he was thirty lie wrote that Ode to Hg'ec- 
iion in whiub Lis spiritual and moral loases are so patheti- 
cally bewailed. His health and spirits, his will and habits, 
may not have taken any unalterable bent for the worse 
until 1804, the year of hia departure for Malta — the date 
which I have thought it safest to assign as the definitive 
close of the earlier and happier period of hie life ; but 
undoubtedly the change had fully manifested itaelf more 
than two years before. And a very great and painfal 
one it assarediy was. We know from the recorded evi- 
dence of Dr. Carrlyon and others that Coleridge was full 
of hope and gaiety, full of confidence in himself and of 
interest in life during his few months' residence in Ger- 
many. The annus mirabUh of his poetic life was but two 
years behind him, and his achieyemcnts of 1797-98 seemed 
to him but a mere earnest of what he was destined to ac- 
complish. His powers of mental concentration were un- 
diminished, as his student days at Gijttingcn sufficiently 
proved ; his conjugal and family aSections, as Dr. Carr- 
lyoD notes for us, were still unimpaired; his own verse 
gives signs of a home-sickness and a yearning for his own 
fireside which were in melancholy contrast with the rest- 
lessness of his later years. Nay, even after hia return to 
England, and during the six months of his regular work 
on the Morning Post, the vigour of his political articles 
entirely negatives the idea thai any relaxation of intel- 
lectual energy had as yet set in. Yet within %\% months 
of his leaving London for Keswick there begins a progres- 
sive decline in Coleridge's literary activity in every form. 
The second part of Chrhtabel, beautiful but inferior to the 
first, was composed in the autumn of 1800, and for the 
next two years, so far as the higher forms of literature are 
concerned, " the rest is silence," The anthor of the prcf- 
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atory memoir in the editinn of Coleridge's Poetieal and 
Dramatic Works (1 880) enumerates some half-doaen slight 
pieoea contributed to the Morning Post ia 1801, but de- 
clares that Coleridge's poetical contributions to this paper 
during 1802 were "very rich and varied, and included 
the magnificent ode entitled Dejection." Only the latter 
clause of this statement is entitled, I think, to command 
our assent. Varied though the list may be, it is hardly 
to be described as " rich." It covers only about seven 
weeks in the autnmn of 1802, and, with the exception of 
the Lovers' Resolution and the " magnificent ode " referred 
to, the pieces are of the shortest and slightest kind. Nor 
13 it accurate to say that the " political articles of the 
Bame period were also numerous and important." On the 
contrary, it would appear from an examination of "Mrs. H, 
N. Coloridj^e's collection that her father's contribntiona to 
the Post between hia departure from London and the au- 
tumn of 1602 were few and intermittent, and in August, 
1803, the proprietorship of that journal passed out of Mr. 
Stnart'a hands. It is, in short, I think, impossible to doubt 
that very shortly after his migration to the Lake country 
he practically ceased not only to write poetry but to pro- 
duce any mentionable quantity of complete work ia the 
prose form. His mind, no doubt, was incessimtly actjve 
throughout the whole of the deplorable period upon which 
we are now entering ; hut it seems pretty certain that its 
activity was not poetic nor even critical, but purely philo- 
Bophical, and that the products of that activity went exclu- 
sively to marginalia and the pages of note-books. 

Yet unfortnnately we have almost no evidence, pereonal 
or other, from which we can with any certainty construct 
the psychological — if one should not rather say the physio- 
logical, or better still, perhaps, the pathological — history of 
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this cardinal epoch in Coleridge's life. Mias Wordsworth's 
diary is nearly mleut about him for tbe nest few years ; ha 
was living indeed eome dozen miles from her brother at 
Grasmcre, and they could not therefore have been in daily 
intercourse. Southey did not come to the Lakes till 1803, 
and the records of bia correapon denes only begin there- 
fore from that date. Mr. Cottle's Ssminiscences are here a 
blank ; Charles Lamb's correspondence yields little ; and 
though Do Quincey has plenty to say about this pericid in 
his characteristic fashion, it mast have been baaed upon 
pure gossip, as he citvs no nuthoritiea, and did not himself 
make Coleridge's acquaintance till six years aftcrwarda. 
This, however, ia at least certain, that hia gloomy accounts 
of his own health begin from a pciiod at which hia satis- 
faction with his new abode was still as fresh as ever. The 
house whicii ho bad taken, now historic as the residence of 
two famous Englishmen, enjoyed a truly heaatiful situa- 
tion and tbe command of a moat noble view. It stoo d in 
thevale of Derwent water, o n the bank of the .Jive/^ceti!,. 
and abont a mile from the laEe . When Coleridge first 
entered it, it was uncompleted, and an arrangement was 
made by which, after completion, it was to be divided be- 
tween tbe tenant and the landlord, a Mr. Jackson. As it 
turned out, however, the then completed portion was shared 
by them in common, the other portion, and eventually the 
whole, being afterwards occupied by Southey. 
\ In April, 1801, some eight or nine months after his tak- 
I ing possession of Greta Ilali, Coleridge thns describes it to 
j its future occupant : 

"Ouc hoase stands on a Ion- hill, the whole front of wbicb is i 

field Slid an unoruioua gitrdeu, uiiju-t^utlis of whluh is a nurserj giir- 

deu. Behind tlie liousa is an orchard and n emntl wood on a et 

slope, at the foot of wbiuh is the river Greta, whiuh wipds round aud 
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catches the evening's light in Lhe Front tif the house. In frotit wo 
have a, giiint camp^an encamped arm j of lent-lite mountflinH wiiioh, 
bj an inrerted arch, gives n view of another vnle. On our rigbt tba 
lovely vale and tlie wedge-shaped lake of Baasenthwaito ; and on our 
JgJlJifit¥eiltw^CJLu4 Lttdpre f ull in view, a nd the f antae tic monn- 
laina of Borrowdale. Behind iB the maaay Skiddaw, Smooth, graen, 
high, with two chasms and a tent-like ridge in the larger. A fairer 
scene you have not seen in all jour wanderings." 

There is here no note of discontent with tbo writer's Bur- 
rouDdings ; nnd yet, adds Mr. Cutbbcrt Southey in his Iiife 
and Correspondence of hia father, the remainder of this let- 
ter was filled by Coleridge with " a moat gloomy account 
of his health." Southey writes him in reply that he ia 
convinced that his friend's " complaint is gouty, that good 
living is necessary, and a good climate." In July of thel 
same year be received a visit from Southey at Greta H^ i 
and one from Charles and Mary Lamb in..th. e following I 
summer, and it is probable that. during such interval s of 
piciisurable excitement his health and spirits might tempo- 
rarily rally. But henceforward and nntil his departure for 
Malta we gatber notiiing from any source as to Coleridge's 
normal condition of body and mind which is not unfa- 
vourable, and it is quite certain that he had long before 
1S04 enslaved himself to that fatal drug which was to 
remain his tyrant for the re.st of his days. 

When, then, and how did this slavery begin? What 
was the precise date of Coleridge's first cirperiences of 
opium, and what the original cause of his taking it 1 Witbin 
what time did its use become habitual! To what extent 
was the decline of his health the eSect of the evil habit, 
and to what, if any, extent its cause ! And how far, if at 
all, can the deterioration of his character and powers be 
attributed to a decay of physical constitution, brought 
about by influences beyond the auSercr's own control! 
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Could every one of these questions be completely an- 
Bwercd, we should be in a position to solve the very obscure 
and painful problem before us; but though some of them 
can he answered with more or less upproach to complete- 
ness, there ia only one of them which can be finally disposed 
of. It is certain, and it ia no doubt matter for melancholy 
satisfaction to have ascertained it, that Coleridge first had 
recours e to op iumas an anodyne . It was Nature's revolt 
from pain, and not her appetite for pleasure, which drove 
him to the drug; and though Qe Quincey. with hia almort 
, comic^|_jnalioe, remarks that, though Coleridge began Jn 
the desire to obtain relief^, "th^re is no proof that he did 
not end i n^volaptuou sn esa^' there is on the other band oo 
proof whatever that be did so end — until Ike habit vnt 
/armed. It Is quite consistent with probability, and only 
accords with Coleridge's own express affirmations, to be- 
lieve that it was the medicinal efficacy of opium, and thia 
quality of it alone, which induced him to resort to it agun 
sod again until his senses contracted that well-known and 
insatiable craving for the peculiar excitement, "voluptuous" 
only to the initiated, which opium-intoxication creates. But 
let Coleridge speak on this point for himself. Writing in 
April, 18S6, he says: 

" 1 nrou B few stsDzas three-aad-tnenC; years igo, aooa after mj 
eyes had beeu openedto the true n&lure of the babit into which I 
had been ignorancl; deluded b; the seeming mugic effects of opium, 
in thu sudden remoTal of a supposed rhcuiuntic BfTection, attended 
with swellings in my knees and palpitation of the heart and pains all 
over me, by which 1 had been bedridden for nearly sii months. Un- 
happily among my neighbours' and landlord's books were a large 
number of medical mviuwa and magaziniie. 1 hod always a fondoesa 
(a oommon caee, but moat miachievous turn with reading men who 
are at all d</9peptic) for dabbling in medical writings ; and in one of 
these reviewfl I met a case which I fancied very lilse my own, in whidl 
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a cure had been effected bj the Kendal Black Drop. In an evil hour 
I procured it: it worked miracles — the swellings disappeared, the 
paiDB vanished. I was all alive, and all around me being aa ignonnt 
an myself, nothing could eic«Dd my triumph. I talked of nothing 
elae, prescribed tbe newlj-discuTcred panacea for all complaints, aod 
carried a little about vtCh me not Cu loae an; opportunity of adminis- 
toring 'instant relief and epeed; i-ure' to all complainers, stranger 
or frii>nd, gentle or simple. Alas ! it is with a bitter smile, a laugh 
of gati and bittemese, that I recall this period of unsuspecting delu- 
sion, and bov I first became aware of the Maelstrom, the fatal whirl- 
pool to which I was drawing, just when the current was beyond my 
strength to stem. Tbe stale of my mind is truly portrayed in the '* 
following effusion, for God knows that from that time I was the [ 
Tictim of pain and terror, nor had I at any time taken the 
poison as a BtimuluB or for any craving after picaaucabte si 
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The " effasion " in (jnestion has parted company with 
the autobiographical note, and tlie author of the prefatory 
memoir above qaoted conjocturcB it to have been a little 
poem entitled tbe Visionary Hope; bnt I am myself of 
opinion, after a careful study of both pieces, that it is more 
probably the Pains of Sleep, which moreover la known to 
have been wrilten in 1803. Bat whichever it be, its date 
is fixed in that year by the statement in the autobiograph- 
ical note of 1626 that the stanzas referred to in it were 
written " twenty- three years ago." Thus, then, we Lave 
t!ie two facts established, that tbe opium-taking habit had 
its origin in a bodily ailment, nnd that at some time in 1803 
that habit bad become confirmed. / Tke diaa ^trri'" "tpfirj- _ 
ment in amateur^therape nticSi w hich was th e means. ojC im- 
plantiiTg it, could not have taken place, according to the 
autobiogi'aphical note, until at least six mouths after Cole- 
ridge's arrival at Keswick, and perhaps not for some months 
later yet. At any rate, it aeeras tolerably certain that it 
was not till the spring of 1801, when the climate of t!ie 
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Lake country first began to tell uufavonrfibly on his he^tb, 
that the " Kendal Bl;ick Drop " was taken. Possibly it may 
have been abont the time (April, 1801) when he wrote the 
letter to Soutiiey which has been quoted above, and which, 
it will be remembered, contained " so gloomy an account 
of his health." How painfully ailing he was at this time 
we know from a variety of sources, from some of which we 
mlso gather that he mn^t have been a sufferer in more or lesa 
serious forms from his boyhood upwards. Mr. Gilloaan, for 
instance, who speaks on this point with the twofold author- 
ity of confidant and medical expert, records a statement of 
Coleridge's to the effect that, as a result of such schoolboy 
imprudences as "swimming over the New River in my 
clothes and remaining in them, full hnlf the time from sev- 
enteen to eighteen was passed by me in the sick ward of 
Christ's Hospital, afflicted with jaundice and rheumatic 
fever." From these indiscretions and their conaecineQCea 
" may be dated," Mr. Gillman thinks, " all his bodily suffer- 
ings in future life." That ha was a martyr to periodical 
attacks of rheumatism for some years before his migration 
to Keswick is a conclusion resting upon something more 
than conjecture. The Ode to the Departing Year (1796) 
was written, as he has himself told us, under a severe at- 
tack of rheumatism in the head. In 1707 he describes him- 
self in ill health, and as forced to retire on that account to 
the "lonely farmhouse between Porlock and London on 
the Esmoor confines of Somerset and Devonshire," where 
Kubla Khnn was written.' 

' Were it not for Coleridgo'a eiptssB slatement that be first took 
opium at Kesnicli, one would be inclined to utCritiute the gorgeous 
but tormlcSB imngery ot that potm to the effects of tlie Btimulant. 
It 19 ccrlainl; vurj like a metrical version of one of the pluasant va. 
riety of opium- dreams described in De Quincej'a poetic proae. 
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Thus much is, moreover, certain, that whatever were 
Coleridge's health and hablta during the first two years of 
his residence at Keswiclc, his career as « poet — that is to 
Bsy, SB a poet of the first order — was closed some months 
before that period bad expired. The ode entitled Dgee- 
Hon, to which reference has so often heen made, was writ- 
ten on tbe 4th of April, 1802, and the evidential impor- 
tance whicb attaches. Id connection with the point under 
inquiry, to this siugulariy pathetic utterance Las been al- 
most universally recognised. Coleridge bas himself cited 
its most significant passage in the Biographia Literaria as 
supplying tbe best description of bis mental state at the 
time when it was written. \ De Quinc (:y qnotea it with ap - 
propriate comments in bit nnlfriiJifP ni^^ Qjnjim.t^f^j^g^ Its 
testimony is reverently invoked by the poet's son in tbe in- 
troductory essay prefixed by him to his edition of his fa- 
ther's works. The earlier stanzas are, however, so neces- 
aary to the comprehension of Coleridge's mood at this time 
that a somewhat long extract must be made. In the open- 
ing stanza he expresses a longing that the storm which cer- 
tain atmospheric signs of a delusively calm evening appear 
to promise might break forth, so that 

''Those Bounds which oft have raised me, whilst they awed, 
And sent my soul abroad, 
Might now perhapH their wonted impulse give, 
Uight startle this dull paiD, and make it move and live." 



And thus, with e 



joning sadness, the poem pro- 



" A grief without a pang, void, dark, aod drear, 

A stifled, drowsj, ummpassioued grief. 

Which fiada no natural outlet, uo relief 

In word, or sigh, or (ear — 



" DEJECTION." 

Lad; I In this wan and heartless mood, 
To other thoughts by yonder throatio noo'd, 

All this long eve, so balmy and serene, 
Have I heon gazing on the weatem ekj, 

And ila pecaliar tint of yellow green : 
And Btill I gaze — and vith hon blank an eye I 
And those thin cloiida above, in flakes and barfl, 
That give away their motion to the stars; 
Tboae stars, that glide bshlnd them or between. 
Now Bparkling, now bedimmed, but always aeem 
Yon crescent Moon aa Bied as if it grew 
In its own cloudless, Etarless lake of blue ; 

1 see tbem all bo eieellently fair, 

I see, not feci how beautiful tbcy are I 

"My genial spirita fail, 

Aiid what can these avail 
To lift the flmothering weight from oS my breast f 

It were a vain endeavour, 

Though I should gaze forever 
On that green l^ht that lingers in the west: 
I may not hope from outward forms to win 
The pae^on and the life, whose founlaiaa are witUn 

" Lady t we receive but what we give, 
And in our life alone does nature live : 
Ours is her wedding garment, ours her ehroudt 

And would we aught behold, of higher wartb. 
Than that inanimate cold world allowed 
To the poor loveless ever-anxious crowd, 

Ah I from the soul itself must issue forth, 
A hght, a glory, a fair luminous cloud 

Enveloping the earth — 
And from the soul itself must there be sent 

A sweet and potent voice, of its own birth. 
Of all sweet sounds the life and element I 

" pure of heart I thou need'st not ask of me 
What this strong music in the soul may be 1 
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What, and wherein it ifoth e^"t, 

Thia light, Iliis glory, tiiid (air luminanB miBt, 

This beaotiful and benutj-making power. 

Joy, virtuous Lail; I Joy tliat ne'er vb9 given, 
Save Co the pure, a.nd in their purest hour, 
Life, Bad Life's effluence, cloud a.t once and Bbow< 
Jot, Likdy ! is the spirit and the power, 
Which, wedding Kiiture to us, gives in dower 

A new Earth and new Heaven, 
Undreamt at by the Benaual and the proud — 
Joy is tho BweeC voiue, Joj the luminuuB cloud — 

We in ourselves rejoice 1 
And thence flows all that charms or ear or sight, 

All melodies the echoes of that voioe, 
All cotourB a suffusion from that light." 

And then follows the much quoted, profoundly touch- 
ng, deeply significaiit stanza to which we have referred: 
" There was a time when, though my path was rough, 
This joy within roe dallied witli distress, 
And all misfortunes were but as the stuff 

Whence Fancy made me dreams of happiness : 
For hope grew round me, like the twining vine. 
And fruits, and folisge, not my own, seemed mine. 

Nor care I that Ihcy rob me of my mirth. 

But 01 each viaitation 
Suspends what nature gave me at my birth, 

Mj shaping spirit of Imagination. 
For not to think of what I needs must foel, 

But to be still and patient, all I can ; 
And haply by abstruse research to steal 

From my Own tiature all the natural Man — 

This my sole resource, my only plan : 
Till that which suits a part infects the whole, 
And now is almost grown the habit of my SouL" 



Sadder lioea than these were 
any poet ia description of his c 



'er perhaps written by 
1 feelings. And what 
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gives them their peculiar Badness — aa also, of course, their 
special biographical value — isthat they are not, lite Shel- 
lev'a simiiariy entitled stanzas, the mere espresaion of a 
passing mood, Tbey are the record of a life change, a 
veritable threnody over a apiritoni death. For there can 
be no doubt — his whole subsequent history goes to show 
it — that Coleridge's " shaping spirit of Imagination " was 
in fact dead when these lines were written. To a man 
of stronger moral fibre a renascence of the poetical in- 
stinct in other forms might, as I have snggeated above, 
been possible ; but the poet of Ckrhtahel and the Atident 
Mariner was dead. The metaphysician had taken his 
place, and was striving, in abatmse research, to live in 
forgetfulneas of the loss. Little more, that is to aay, than 
a twelvemonth after the composition of the second part 
of Christabel the impulse which gave birth to it had passed 
away forever. Opium-taking had doubtless begun by tbis 
time — may conceivably indeed have begun nearly a year 
before — and the mere mootl of the poem, the temporary 
phase of feeling which directed hia mind inwards into 
deeper reflections on ita permanent state, is no doubt 
strongly auggestive, in ita eicessive depression, of the ter- 
rible reaction which is known to follow upon opiura-ei- 
citement. Bill, I confess, it seems to me improbable that 
in the habitual use of the stimulant for so comparative- 
ly abort a time as twelve months could have produced so 
profound a change in Coleridge's intellectual nature, IT 
cannot but think that De Quincey overstates the case in I 
df^claring that "opium killed Coleridge as a poet," though | 
it may well be that, after the collapse of health, which 
appears to me to have been the real cauia caitsaru in the 
matter, bad killed the poet as we know him, opium pre- 
?nted his resurrection in another and it may be but little 
6* 
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inferior form. Od the whole, in fact, the most probable 
account of this all-iraportant era in Coleridge's life appears 
to me to be this: that in the course of 1801, as he was 
approaching his thirtieth year, a distinct change for the 
worse — precipitated possibly, as Mr. Gillman thinks, by 
the climate of hia new place of abode — took place in hia 
constitution ; that his rheumatic habit of body, and the 
dyspeptic trouble by which it was accompanied, became 
confirmed ; and that the severe attacks of the acute form 
of the malady which he underwent produced such a per- 

Imanent lowering of his vitality and animal spirits as,^rit, 
to estinguisb the creative impulse, and then to drive him 
to the physical anodyne of opium and to the mental etlm- 
ulant of metaphysics. 
From the summer of 1801, at any rate, his malaUe, 
both of mind and body, appears to have grown apace. 
Repeated letters from Soathey allow ns to see how deeply 
concerned he was at this time about his friend's condition. 
Plans of foreign travel are discussed between them, and 
Southey endeavours in vain to spur his suffering and de- 
pressed correspondent to " the assertion of his supremacy " 
in some new literary work. But, with the exception of 
his occasional contributions to the press, whatever he com- 
mitted to paper during these years e^cists only, if at all, in 
a fragmentary form. And bis restlessness, continually on 
the increase, appears by the end of 1802 to have become 
ungovernable. In November of that year be eagerly ac- 
cepted an offer from Thomas Wedgwood to become bis 
companion on a tour, and he spent this and the greater 
part of the following month in South Wales with some 
temporary advantage, it would seem, to his health and 
spirits. " Coleridge," writes Mr. Wedgwood to a friend, 
"is all kindness to me, and in prodigious favour here. 
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IHe is quite easy, cheerful, and takes great pains to make 
himaelf pleasant. He is willing, indeed desirous, to ac- 
eompany mo to any part of the globe." "Coll and I," 
he writes on another occasion, the ahbreviation of name 
having been suggested to him by Coleridge himself, "har- 
monise amazingly," and adds that his companioD "takes 
long rambles, and writes a great deal." But the fact that 
sucii changes of air and scene produced no permanent ef- 
fect upon the invalid after his return to his own home 
appears to show that now, at any rate, his fatal habit 
had obtained a firm hold upon him. And hta "writing 
a great deal resulted " only in the filling of many note- 
books, and perhaps the sketching out of many of those 
vast schemes of literary labour of which he was destined 
to leave so remarkable a collection at his death. One 
such we find him forwarding to Southey in the August 
of 1803— the plan of a Bibliotheca Britannica, or "His- 
tory of British Literature, bibliographical, biographical, and 
critical," in eight volumes. The first volume was to con- 
tain a "complete history of all Welsh, Sason, and Erse books 
that are not translations, but the native growth of Britain ;" 
to acoomplish which, writes Coleridge, " I will with great 
pleasure join you in learning Welsh and Erse." The sec- 
ond voluine was to contain the history of English poetry 
and poets, jnclndiDg " all prose truly poetical." The third 
volume " English prose, considered as to style, as to elo- 
quence, as to general impress! veness ; a history of styles 
and manners, their caases, their birthplace and parentage, 
their analysis." The fourth volume would take up "the 
history of metaphysics, theology, medicine, alchemy ; com- 
mon, canon, and Roman law from Alfred to Henry VIL" 
The fifth would " carry on metaphysics and ethics to the 
present day in the first half, and comprise in the second 
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half the theology of all the reformers." Id tbe sixth aad 
aevcDth Tolames were to bo included "all the articles you 
(SoQtbcy) can get ou all tbe separate arts and sciences that 
have beeu treated of iu books since tbe Beforination ; and 
by this time," concludes tbe enthusiastic projector, " the 
book, if it answered at all, would have gained so high a 
repatatioD that you need not fear having whom yon iilced 
to write the different articles — medicine, surgery, chemis- 
try, etc ; navigation, travellers' voyages, etc., etc." There 
is certainly a melancholy humour in the formulation of so 
portentous a scheme by a man who was at this moment 
wandering aimlessly among tbe lakes and mountains, una- 
ble to settle down to any definite piece of literary work, 
or even to throw off a fatal habit, which could not fail, if 
persevered in, to destroy all powfer of steady application in 
tbe future. That neither the comic nor the pathetic ele- 
ment in the situation was lost upon Soutliej is evident 
from his half -sad, half -satirical, wholly winning reply. 
" Your plan," he writes, " is too good, too gigantic, qnjte 
beyond my powei's. If you bad my tolerable state of 
health and that love of steady and productive employment 
wbich is now grown into a necessary habit with me, if you 
wore to execute and would execute it, it would be beyond 
all doubt the most valuable work of any age or any cO] 
try ; but I cannot £11 np such an outline. No man ( 
better feel where he fuils tban I do, and to rely upon you 
for whole quartos ! Dear Coleridge, the smile that con 
with that ibought is a very melancholy one ; and if Edith 
saw me now she would think my eyes were weak again, 
when in truth the humour that covers them springs from 
another cause." A few weeks after this interchange of 
correspondence Coleridge was once again to prove how 
far he was from possessing Southey's " tolerable state of 
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health." Throngboiit the whole of this year he had been 
More restless than ever. In January, 1803, we find hira 
staying with Southey at Bristol, "sufEering terribly from 
the climate, and talking of going abroad." A week later 
he is at Stowey, planning schemes, not destined to be real- 
ised, of foreign travel with Wedgwood. Eetnming again 
to Keswick, he started, after a few months' quiescence, on 
15th August, in company with Wordsworth and his sister, 
for a tour in Scotland, but after a fortnight be foand him- 
self too ill to proceed. Tbn autumn rains set in, and " poor 
Coleridge," writes Miss Wordsworth, "being very unwell, 
determined to send his clothes to Edinbuigh, and make 
the best of his way thither, being afraid to face much wet 
weather in an open carriage." It is possible, however, that 
his return to Keswick may have been hastened by the cir- 
cumstance that Southey, who bad paid a brief visit to the 
Iiake country two years before, was expected in a few 
days at the house which was destined to be his abode for 
the longest portion of his life. He arrived at Greta Hall 
on 7th September, 1803, and from time to time during the 
next six months bis correspondence gives us occasional 
glimpses of Coleridge's melancholy state. At the end of 
December, 'bis health growing steadily worse, he conceived 
the project of a voyage to Madeira, and qnltted Keswick 
with the intention, after paying a short visit to the Words- 
wortha, of betaking himself to London to mate prepara- 
tions, nia stay at Grasmere, however, was longer than he 
had counted on. " He was detained for a month by a se- 
vei'e attack of illness, induced, if his description is to be 
relied on, by the use of narcotics.' Unsnapieious of the 
' See Miss Meteyard (A Oroiip of Englahmta, p. 223). Her evi- 
dence, however, on any point otberwiae doubtful In Coleridge's bis- 
ttiry ahoold be received «itb caution, as ber eslim&te of the poet 
Dertaialj errs someVhat on the side of eicesstve harshoesB. 
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cause, Mrs. and Miss Wordsworth nursed htm with the 
tendereat affection, while the poet himself, usually a parai- 
monions man, forced upon him, to use Coleridge's own 
words, a hundred pounds in the event of his going to 
Madeira, and his friend Stuart offered to befriend him." 
Frono Grasmere he went to Liverpool, where he spent a 
pleasant week with his old Unitarian friend. Dr. Cromp- 
ton, and arrived in London at the close of 1803. Here, 
however, his plans were changed. Malta was substituted 
for Madeira, in response to an invitation from his friend 
Ur., afterwards Sir John, Stoddart, then resident as judge 
in the Mediterranean island. By ISth March, as we gather 
from the Southej correspondence, the change of arrange- 
ments had been made. Two days afterwards he receives 
a letter of valediction from hia "old friend and brother" 
at Greta Hall, and on '2A April, 1804, he sailed from Eng- 
land in the Speedwell, dropping anchor sixteen days later 
in Valetta harbour. 
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Nkvkr was hamnn being destined ao sadly and signally to 
illastrat* the eoslum non animum aphorism as the unhappy 
passenger on the Speedwell. Southey shall describe his 
condition when he left England; and his own pathetic 
lines to William Wordsworth will picture him to ns on his 
return. " You are in great ineasnrc right about Coleridge," 
vrites the former to his friend Rickman, " he is worse in 
body than you seem to believe; but the main cause lies 
in his own management of himself, or rather want of man- — 

agcment. /His mind ia in a per petual Rt YifmilT rlannm //' ' 
eternal activitv^itbont action. At times he feels morti- 
fied that he should have done so little, but this feeling 
never produces any exertion. ' I will begin to-morrow,' 
he says, and thus he has been all his life long letting to- 
day slip. I He has had no heavy calamities in life, and so 
contrives to be miserable about trifles. | Poor fellow, there 
is no one thing which gives me bo much pain as the wit- 
nessing such a waste of unequalled powers." Then, after 
recalling the case of a highly promising schoolfellow, who 
bad made shipwreck of his Ufe, and whom "a few indi- 
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viduala only re'5ieml)efc. ftith a sort of horror and affection, 
which jiWftBBrves to make them melancholy whenever they 
. _tlMpk'*8f Vim"or mention his name," he adds : " This wiU 
■..■hdtrWthe case with Coleridge; the disjecta membra will 
■Be found if he does not die early : but having so mach to 
do, ao many errors to weed out of the world which he is 
capahle of eradicating, if he does die without doing his 
work, it would half break my heart, for no human being 
has had more talents allotted." Such being his closeat 
friend's account of him, and knowing, as wc now do (what 
Soutbey perhaps had no suspicion of at the time), the 
chief if not the sole or original cause of his morally nerve- 
less condition, it is impossible not to feel that he did the 
worst possible thing for himself in taking this journey to 
Malta. In (jnitting England he cut himtiulf off from those 
last possibilities of self -conquest which the society and 
counsels of his friends might otherwise have afforded him, 
and the consequences were, it is to be feared, disastrous, . 
I After De Quincey's incredibly oool assertion that it waa 
/ " notorious that Coleridge began the use of opium, noi as I 
f a relief from any bodily pain or nervous irritations, since I 
his constitution was strong and excellent (!), but as a source I 
of luxurious sensations," we must receive anything which ' 
he has to say on this particular point with the utmost 
caution; but there is only too much plausibility in his 
statement that, Coleridge being necessarily tlirown, while 
at Malta, " a good deal upon his own resources in the nar- 
row society of a garrison, he there confirmed and cher- 
ished . . . his habit of taking opium in large quantities." 
Contrary to his expectations, nmreover, the Maltese climate 
failed to benefit him. At first, indeed, he did experience 
some feeling of relief, but afterwards, according to Mr. Gill- 
, he spoke of his rheumatic limbs as " lifeless tools," 
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and of the " violent pains in hie bowels, which netthei 
opiam, ether, nor peppermint combined could relieve." 

Occupation, however, was not wanting to him, if occu- 
pation could hitve availed in the then advanced stage of 
his case, He early niade the acquaintance of the gov- 
ernor of the island, Sir Alexander Ball, who, having just 
lost bis secretary by death, requested Coleridge to under- 
take that official's duties until bis Euccessor should he ap- 
pointed. By this arrangement the governor and the pnb- 
, lie service in all likelihood profited more than the provi- 
sional secretary; for Coleridge's literary abilities proved 
very serviceable in the department of diplomatic corre- 
spondence. The dignities of the office, Mr. Gilhnan tells 
UH, no doubt on Coleridge's own authority, " he never at- 
tempted to support ; he was greatly annoyed at what he 
thought its unnecessary parade, and ho petitioned Sir Al- 
exander Ball to be relieved from it." The purely incchau- 
ical duties of the post, too, appear to have troubled him. 
He complains, in one of the journals which he kept dur- 
ing thifi period, of having been " for months past inces- 
santly employed in official tasks, subscribing, examining, 
administering oaths, auditing, etc." On the whole it 
would seem that the burden of his secretarial employ- 
ment, though doubtless it would have been found light 
enough by any one accustomed to public basiness, was 
rather a weariness to the ficsh than a distraction to the 
mind ; while in the meantime a new s)-mptom of disorder 
— a difficulty of breathing, to which be was always after- 
wards subject — began to manifest itself in hia case. Prob- 
ably he was glad enough— relieved, in more than one sense 
of the word — when, in the autumn of 1605, the new eeo- 
re'^ry arrived at Malta to take his place. 
On 27th September Coleridge quitted the island on hia 
H 8 
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faomeward joarney via Italy, stopping for a ehort time at 
Syracase on his way. At Naples, irhich he reached on the 
15th of December, he made a longer stay, and in Rome his 
sojourn lasted some months, Unfortonately, for a reason 
which will presently appear, there remains no written rec- 
ord of his impressions of the Eternal City ; and though 
Mr. Oillman assures us that the gap is " partly filled by his 
own verbal account, repeated at various times to the writer 
of this memoir," the public of to-day is only indebted to 
"the writer of this memoir" for the not very startling 
informattoD thai Coleridge, " while in Rome, was actively 
employed in visiting the great works of art, statues, pict- 
nres, buildings, palaces, etc. etc., observations on which he 
minuted down for publieation." It is somewhat more 
iDteresting to learn that be made the acquaintance of many 
literary and artistic notabilities at that time congregated 
there, including Tieck, the German poet and novelist, and 
the American painter Alston, to whose skill we owe what 
is repnted to be the best of his many not easily reconcilable 
portraits. The loss of his Roman memoranda was indi- 
rectly brought about by a singular incident, his account of 
which has met with some undeserved ridicule at the hands 
of Tory criticism. When about to quit Rome for England 
via Switzerland and Germany he took the precaution of 
inquiring of Baron von Humboldt, brother of the traveller, 
and then Prussian Minister at the Court of Rome, whether 
the proposed route was safe, and was by him informed 
that he would do well to keep out of the reach of Bona- 
parte, who was meditating the seizure of his person, j 
cording to Coleridge, indeed, an order for his arrest had 
actually been transmitted to Rome, and he was only saved 
from its execution by the connivance of the "good old 
Pope," Fius VIL, who sent him a passport and counselled 
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hia immediate flight. Hastening to Legtiorn, he discovered 
an American vessel ready to sail for England, on board of 
which he embarked. On the voy^e she was chased by a 
FreDch vessel, which so alarmed the captain that he com- 
pelled Coleridge to throw his papers, including these pre- 
ciona MSS., overboard. The wrath of the First Consal 
against him was supposed to have been excited by his con- 
tributions to the Morning Post, an hypothesis which De 
Quincey reasonably Gnds by no means so ridicnloas as it 
appeared to a certain writer in Blackwood, who treated it 
as the "very consammation of moon-struck vanity," and 
compared it to "John Dennis's frenzy in retreating from 
the sea-coast nnder the belief that Loais XIV. had com- 
missioned commissaries to land on the Englisli shore and 
make a daab at his person," It must be remembered, 
however, that Mr. Fox, to whose statement on such a point 
Napoleon would be likely to attach especial weight, bad 
declared in the House of Commons that the rupture of the 
Peace of Amiens had been brought about by certain essays 
in the Morning Post, and there is certainly no reason to 
believe that a tyrant whose animosity against literary or 
qnasi - literary assailants ranged from Madame de Stael 
down to the bookseller Palm would have regarded a man 
of Coleridge's reputation in letters as beneath the stoop of 
his vengeance. 

After an absence of two years and a half Coleridge 
arrived in England in Augnst, 1606. That his then condi- 
tion of mind and body was a profoundly miserable one, 
and that he himself was acutely conscious of it, will be 
seen later on in certain extracts from his correspondence ; 
but hia own Lines to William Wordsworth — lines " com- 
posed on the night after bis recitation of a poem on the 
growth of an individual miad" — contain an even mora 
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tn^c expression of his state. It was Wordworth'a pen- 
Mve retrospect of their earlier years together which awoke 
the bitt«reBt pangs of solf'rcproach in Ills eoul, and wrang 
from it the cry which follows : 

Ab ! IB I listened with a beart forloro 
The pulses of mj beicg be^t anew : 
And even as life returns upon tho drowned, 
Life's jo; rekindling roueed x throng of pains — 
Seen pange of Love, awakening as a babe 
Tucbnlenl, with an outcrj in the hi^rt ; 
And fears sBlf-willed, that shunned the eje of hope; 
And hope that scarce would knon itself from fear; 
8ense of past ;outb, and manhood come in Tain, 
And genius pven, and knowledge won in vain ; 
And all which I had culled in wood-walks wild, 
And all which patient toil had reared, and all 
Oommune with thee had opened out — but flowers 
Strewn on my corse, and home upon mj bier, 
In the same coffin, for tbe self-same grave !'' 

A dismal and despairing strain, indeed, but the situation 
nnhappily was not less desperate. We are, in fact, enter- 
ing npon that period of Coleridge's life — a period, ronghly 
speaking, of about t^n years — which no admirer of I 
genius, no lover of Engliisb letters, no one, it niigbt even be 
said, who wishes to think well of bnman nature, can e' 
contemplate without pain. His history from the day of 
his landing in England in August, 1 806, till the day wl 
he entered Mr. Gillnian's house in 1816, is one long and 
miserable story of self-indulgence and self-reproach, of lost 
opportunities, of neglected duties, of nnflniehed undertak- 
ings. His movements and his occupation for tbe first year 
after bis return are not now traceable with exactitude, but 
his time was apparently spent partly in London and piartly 
at Grasmere and Keswick. When in Londiw, Mr. Staart, 
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who had now become proprietcr of the Courier, allowed 
bim to occupy rooms »t the office of that newspaper to 
save hiro expense ; and Coleridge, tbongh his regular con- 
nection witb the Courier did not begin till some years 
Bfterwu'dB, may possibly faa?e repaid the accommodation 
by occasional contribntions or by tissistance to its editor 
in some other forni. It seems certain, at any rate, that if 
he was earning no income in this way he was earning none 
at all. His friend and patron, Mr. Thomas Wedgwood, 
had died while he was in Malta; but the full pension of 
£160 per annum bestowed upon him by the two brothen 
jointly continued to be paid to him by Josiah, the senior. 
Coleridge, however, bad landed in England in ignorance of 
his patron's deatb. He had wholly neglected to keep up 
any correspondence with the Wedgwoods during his stay 
in Malta, and though " dreadfully affected " by it, as Mr. 
Poole records, he seems to have allowed nearly a year to 
elapse before communicating with the surviving brother. 
The letter which he then wrote deserves quotation, not 
only as testimony to his physical and pecuniary condition 
on his arrival in England, but as affording a distressing 
picture of the morbid state of his emotions and the enfee- 
bled condition of bia will. " As to the reasons for my si- 
lence, they are," he incoherently begins, "impossible, and 
the numbers of the causes of it, with the almost weekly 
expectation for the last eight months of receiving my 
books, manuscripts, etc., from Malta, has been itaelf a cause 
of increasing the procrastination which constant ill health, 
de^)ondency, domestic distractions, and embarrassment 
from accidents, equally nncoDnccted witb my will or con- 
duct" [every cause mentioned, it will be seen, but the true 
one], " had already seated deep in my very muscles, as it 
were, I do not mean to accuse myself of idleness — I havo 
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enough of self-crimination withoat adding imaginary artt- 
cleB — but in all tilings that affect mj moral feelings I have 
Gunk under such a Btrange conardicc of paio that I hare 
not unfreqacntly kept letters from persons dear to me for 
weeks together unopened. After a most tnberable pas- 
sage from Leghorn of fifty-five days, during which my life 
was twice given over, I found myself again in my native 
country, ill, penniless, and worse than homeless. I had 
been near a month in the country before I ventured or 
could summon courage enough to ask a qnestion concern- 
ing you and yours, and yet God Almighty knows that ev. 
ery hour the thought had been gnawing at my heart. I 
then for the first time heard of that event which sounded 
like my own knell, without its natural hope or sense of 
rest Such shall I be (ia the thought that haunts me), but 
! not such ; 1 with what a different retrospect ! Bnt 
I owe it to justice to say. Such good I truly can do myself, 
etc., etc." The rest of this painfully inarticulate letter is 
filled with further complaints of ill health, with further 
protestations of irresponsibility for the neglect of duties, 
and with promises, never to be fulfilled, of composing or 
assisting others to compose a memoir of Thomas Wedg- 
wood, who, in addition to his general repute as a man of 
culture, had made a special mark by his speculations in 
psychology. 

The singular erpression, "worse than homeless," and the 
reference to domestic distractions, appear to indicate that 
some estrangement had already set in between Coleridge 
and his wife. De Qninecy's testimony to its existence at 
the time {a month or so later) when he made Coleridge's 
acquaintance may, subject to the usual deductions, be ac- 
cepted as trustworthy; and, of course, for aught we know, 
it may then have been already of some years' standing 
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That the provocation to it on tbe husband's part may be 
BO far antedated is at least a reasonable conjecture. There 
may be nothing— in all likeiihood there is nothing — worth 
attention in Do Quincey's gossip about the young lady, 
"intellectually very much superior to Mrs. Coleridge, who 
became a neighbour and daily companion of Coleridge's 
walks" at KeswieL But if there be no foundation for 
his remarks on " the mischiefs of a situation which exposed 
Mrs. Coleridge to an invidious comparison with a more 
intellectual person," there is undoubtedly plenty of point 
in the immediately following observation that "it was 
most unfortunate for Coleridge himself to be continnally 
compared with one so ideally correct and regular in hia 
habits as Mr. Southey," The passion of female jealonsy 
assuredly did not need to be called into play to account for 
the alienation of Mrs. Coleridge from her husband. Mra. 
Carlyle has left on record her pathetic lament over the fate 
of a woman who marries a man of genius; but a man of 
genins of the eoldly selfish and exacting type of the Chel< 
flea philosopher would probably be a less severe burden to 
a woman of housewifely instincts than the weak, unmethod- 
ical, irresolute, shiftless being that Coleridge had by this 
time become. After the arrival of the Southeys, Mrs. 
Coleridge would indeed have been more than human if she 
had not looked with an envious eye upon the contrast be- 
tween her sister Edith's lot and her own. For this would 
give her the added pang of perceiving that she was spe- 
cially unlucky in the matter, and that men of genius could 
(" if they chose," aa she would probably, though not per- 
haps quite justly have put it) make very good husbanda 
indeed. If one poet could finish his poems, and pay hia 
tradesmen's bills, and work steadily for the publishers in 
his own house without the necessity of periodical flittinga 
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to vuions ptutB of tbe United Kiagdom or the Continent, 
why, so could anotbcr. With such reflectiooB as theae 
Un. Coleridge's mind was no doubt iadly busy during the 
early years of her residence at the Lakes, and, since their 
causes did not diminish but rather increased in intensity 
as time went on, the estrangement between them — or rath- 
er, to do Coleridge justice, her estrangement from her hus- 
band — had, by 1800, no doubt become complete. The 
fatal habit which even np to this time seems to have been 
unknown to most of his friends could hardly hare been, a 
secret to his wife, and his four or five years of slavery to 
it may well have worn out her patience. 

This single cause indeed, namely, Coleridge's addiction 
opinm, is quite sufficient, through the humiliations, dis- 
comfort, and privations, pecuniary and otherwise, for which 
the vice was no doubt mediately or immediately responsi- 
ble, to account for the unhappy issue of a union which 
nndonbtedly was one of love to begin with, and which 
eeems to have retained that character for at least six years 
I of its course. We have noted the language of warm affec- 
tion in which the " beloved Sara" is spoken of in the early 
poems, and up to the time of Coleridge's stay in Germany 
hia feelings towards his wife remained evidently unchanged. 
To his children, of whom three ont of the four bom to 
him had survived, he was deeply attached ; and the re- 
markable promise displayed by the eldest son, Hartley, and 
hift yousgeat child and only daughter, Sara, made them 
objects of no less interest to Lis intellect than to his heart. 
*' Hartley," be writes to Mr. Poole in 1803, " is a strange, 
Btrange boy, exquisitely wild, an utter visionary ; like the 
moon among thin clouds, he moves in a circle of light of 
his own. making. He alone is a light of hia own." And 
of his daughter in the same poetic strain : " My me^ lit- 
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tla Sara is a remarkably intereatiiig baby, witb the finest 
possible skiD, aud large blue eyes, and she smiles as if she 
were baskiDg in a aunalijne as mild aa moonlight of her 
own quiet happiness." Derwent, a less remarkable but no 
less attractive child than his brotber and sister (whom he 
was destined long to survive), held an equal place in Ms 
father's affections. Yet all these interwoven inflnences — a 
deep love of his children and a sincere attachment to his 
wife, of whom, indeed, he never ceased to speak with re- 
spect and regard — were as powerless as in so many thon-\ 
sands of other cases they have been, to brace an enfeebled I 
will to the task of self-reform. In 1 ao7 " respect and r&- J 
gfwd" had manifestly taken the place of any warmer feel- I 
ing in his mind. Later on in the letter above quoted he 
says, " In less than a week I go down to Ottery, with my 
children and their mother, from a sense of duty" {i.e. to 
his brother, the Rev. George Coleridge, who had succeeded 
his father as bead-mast-er of the Ottery St Mary Grammar 
School) " us far as it affects myself, and from a promise 
made to Mrs. Coleridge, as far as it afiects her, and indeed 
of a debt of respect to her for her many praiseworthy qual- 
ities." When husbands and wives take to liquidating li 
debts of this kind, and in this spirit, it is pretty con- II 
elusive evidence that all other accounts between them are U 
dosed. 

The letter from which these extracts have been taken 
was written from Aisholt, near Bridgewater, where Cole- 
ridge was then staying, with his wife and children, as the 
gatet of a Mr. Price; and his friend Poole's desoription 
to Josiah Wedgwood of his state at that time is signitt- 
caut as showing that some at least of his intimate ac- 
quaintances had no suspicion of the real cause of his bod- 
ily and mental disorders. " I admire him," Poole writes. 
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"and pity him more than ever. His information is much, 
extended, the ffreat qualities of hia mind heightened and 
better disciplined, but alas! his health is much weaker, 
and his great failing, procrastination, or the incapabil- 
ity of acting agreeably to hb wish and will, much in- 
creased." 

Whether the promised visit to Ottery St. Mary was ever 
paid there is no record to show, but at the end of Jnly, 
1807, we again hear of the Coleridges at the house of a 
Mr. Chubb, a descendant of the Deist, at Bridgewater; 
and here it was that De Quincey, after having endeav- 
oured in vain to run the poet to earth at Stowey, where 
he had been staying with Mr. Footc, and whence be had 
gone to pay a short visit to Lord Egmont, socceeded in 
obtaining an introduction to him. The characteristic pas- 
sage in which the younger man describes their first meet- 
ing is too long for quotation, and it Is to be hoped too 
well known to need it; his vivid and acute criticism of 
Coleridge's conversation may be more appropriately eited 
hereafter. His evidence as to the conjugal relations of 
Coleridge and his wife has been already discnssed; and 
the last remaining point of interest about this memorable 
introduction is the testimony which it incidentally affords 
to De Quincey's genuine and generous instinct of hero- 
worship, and to the depth of Coleridge's pecuniary em- 
barrassments. The loan of £300, which the poet's en- 
thusiastic admirer insisted on Cottle's conveying to him 
as from an unknown " young man of fortune who admired 
over a multitude of De Quincey's 
as indeed only upon Cottie's urgent 
had consented to reduce the sum 
Nor does there seem any doubt of 
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representation that he 
from £500 to £300. 



having honestly attempted to conceal his own identity 
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with the nameless benefactor, thongh, according to his 
own later account, he failed.' 

This occurred in November, 1807, and in the previous 
month De Qnincey had been able to render -Coleridge a 
minor service, while at the same moment gratifying a long 
cherished wish of his own, Mrs. Coleridge was aboot to 
return with her children to Keawick, but her husband, not 
yet master of this i!300 windfall, and undoubtedly at his 
wits' end for money, was arranging for a course of lectures 
to be delivered at the Royal Institution early in the ensu- 
ing year, and could not accompany them. De Quincey 
offered accordingly to be their escort, and duly conducted 
them to Wordsworth's house, thus making the acqu^nt- 
ance of the second of his two great poetical idols within 
a few months of paying his first homage to the other. Id 
February, 1808, Coleridge again took up his abode in Lon- 
don at bis old free quarters in the Courier office, and be- 
gan the delivery of a promised series of sixteen lectures 
on Poetry and the Fine Arts. " I wish you could see him," 
again writes Poole to Wedgwood, "you would pity and 
admire. He is much improved, but has still less volun- 
tary power than ever. Yet he is so committed that I 
think he must deliver these lectures," Considering that 
the ButboriticR of the Royal Institution had agreed to pay 
him one hundred guinea for delivering the lectures, he 
undoubtedly was more or less "committed;" and his vol- 
untary power, however small, might be safely supposed to 

' "In a letter written by him (Coleridge) about Bfteen years after 
that time, I found that lie had become uware of all the (JreumatBDoeB, 
perhaps through some iodiacrcdoa of Mr. Cottle's." Perhaps, how- 
ever, DO verj great iadiecretion on Mr. Cottle's part was needed to 
enable Coleridge to trace the loan to ao ardent a joimg admirer aud 
diiji^iplc. 
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be equal to the task of fulfilling a coDtract. Bat to get 
the lecturer iato the lecture- room does not ataouoS to 
much more than hringing the horse to the water. You 
can no more make the one drink than you can prerant 
the otiier from sending his audience away thirsty. Cole- 
ridge's lectures on Poetry and the Fine Arts were ooa- 
fused, ill arranged, and generally disappointing to the la^t 
degree. Sometimes it was not even possible to bring the 
horse to the water. Charles Lamb writes to Mauaiog on 
the 30th of February, 1808 (early days indeed), that Cole- 
ridge had only delivered two lectures, and that though 
" two more were intended, he did not come." De Quin- 
cey writes of " dismissals of audience after audience, with 
pleas of illQesa; and on many of his lecture-days I have 
seen all Albermarle Street close'd by a lock of carriages 
filled with women of distinction, until the servants of the 
Institution or their own footmen advanced to the carriage- 
doors with the intelligence that Mr. Coleridge had been 
suddenly taken ill." Naturally there came a lime when 
the " women of distinction " began to tire of this treat- 
ment. " The plea, which at first had been received with 
expressions of concern, repeated too often began to rome 
disgust. Many in auger, and some in real uncertainty 
whether it would not be trouble thrown away, ceased to 
attend," And what De Quinccy has to say of the lectures 
themselves, when they did by chance get delivered, is no 
less melancholy, '' The lecturer's appearance," he says, 
" was generally that of a man struggling with pain and 
overmastering illness." 

" Hii lipa were b*hed with feverish heat, and often bUok in aoL- 

our ; and in spite ai the water wliich be oaatiaued driakiag through 
the whole couiss of tlie lecture, he often seemed to labour undeai an 
almost paraljUo inability to raiac tha upper javf from the lowti ' 
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[i.e., t suppuBe M move the lover jnw]. " In Euch a Htate it Ja clear 
that nothing could Bave the lecture itaelf from reflecting hii own 
feebteaeaa aad eihauatiDD except the ailTHUUge of having been pre- 
cotiipoBed in some happier mood. But that nerer happened : most 
unfartunatel J, he celied on bia i^itempore aliiUty to carry him through. 
Now, had he been io spirits, or had he gathered animation acd kin- 
dled bj his own emotion, no written lecture could hare beeo more 
effectual tban one of bia anpremeditited oolloquial horanguea. But 
either he was depresaed originally below the point trom which re- 
asceut waa poatiible, or clae tliia reaction waa inten^^ptdd bj coutinual 
diagiist from looking back upon bis own iti success j for aasuredl; 
he never onee rceorored tbot free aud eloquent movement of thougbt 
which he oonld command at any time in a private company. The 
passages he read, moreover, in illustrating his doctrines, were gener- 
ally unhappily oboseD, because cboacu at haphazard, from the difB- 
cultj of finding at a moment's summons these pas»agea which his 
purpose required. Nor da I remember an; that produced much ef- 
fect except two or three which I myaelf put ready marked iula his 
bands among tfae Meirieai Jiomanea, edited by Ititson. Generality 
speaking, the seleotions were as injudioious and as inapproptiate as 
thaf were ill dulivered, fur among Coleridge's accomplishments good 
reading was not one. He hod neither voice (so at least / thought) 
Dor management of voioe. Tbia defect is unfortunate in a public 
lecturer, for it is ineouceivable how much weight and efTectual pathos 
can be communicated by sonoroua depth and melodious cadcnoe of 
tlie human voice to sentimenta the moat trivial ; ' nor, on the other 
hand, how the grandest are emasculated by a style of reading nhich 
fails in distributing the lights and siuidowa of a musical intonation. 
Howevcr,tbis defeat chiefly uoitce rued tbe immediate impresaion; the 
moat afflicting to a friend of Coleridge's was the entire absence of his 
own peculiar and majestic iotellect; no heart, no soul, was in uny- 
tuiug oesaid; uo strength of feeling in recalling uiiiveraal truths, 



' The justice uf this criticism will be acknowledged by those many 
persons whom Mr, Brigbt's great elocutionary skill has occasionally 
deluded into imagining tbat the very commonplace verse which the 
famous orator has been often known to quote with admiration is 
poetry of a high order. 



lis 



COLERIDGE. 






no pnwer ot originality or compaaa of mornl relations in bis noreU 
ti(!a; all waa a poor, faint reSeatlon from pearls onee Bcattered on 
tbc highway by himaelf in the prodigality ol hia early opuleace — s 
menditant dependence on the alms dropped from his own oTerflov- 
icg treasury of liBppiur times." 

Severe as ia this censare of the lectures, there is anh&p- 
pily DO good ground for disputing its substantial justice, 
and the Inferencea which it suggests are only too paio' 
fully plain. One can well understand Coleridge's being"^ 
an inefEective lecturer, and no failure in this respect, how- / 
ever conspicuous, would neccBsarily force us to the hy-l 
potheais of physical disability. But a Coleridge who could 
no wore compose a lecture than he could deliver one — a 
Coleridge who coatd neither write nor extemporise any- 
thing specially remarkable on a subject so congenial to 
him as that of English poetry — must assuredly have spent 
most of his time, whether in the lecture-room or out of 
it, in a state of incapacity for sustained intellectual eSort. 
De Quincey'a humoroaa account of the lecturer's shiftless, 
untidy life at the Courier ofRce, and even the Rabelaisian 
(]nip which Charles Lamb throws at it in the above-quoted 
letter to Manning, are sufficient indications of his state at 
this time. " Oh, Charles," he wrote to Lamb, early in 
February, just before the course of lectures was to begin, 
" I am very, very ill. Vixi." The sad truth is that, as 
seems to have been always the case with him when living 
alone, he was during these months of his residence in 
London more constantly and hopelessly under the do- 
of opium than ever. 
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[1809-1810.] 

Fbou the close of this series of lectures in the month 
of Uay, 1808, until the end of the year it ia impossible 
to trace Coleridge'a movementa or even to determine the 
natnre of his occupation with any approach to exactitade. 
The probability is, however, that he remained in London 
at his lodgings in the Courier office, and that he sup- 
ported himself by rendering assistance in various ways to 
Mr. Daniel Stuart. We know nothing of him, however, 
with certainty nntil we flud him once more at the Lakes 
in the early part of tho year 1809, but not in his own 
home. Wordsworth hail removed from his former abode 
at Grasniere to Allan Bank, a larger house some three- 
quarters of a mile distant, and there Coleridge took up his 
residence, more, it would seem, as a permanent inmate of 
his friend's bouse than as a guest. The specific cause of | 
this migration from Greta Hall to Allan Bank does not 
appear, but all tho accessible evidence, contemporary and ) 
snbseqiient, seems to point to the probability that it was ' 
the result of a definite break-up of Coleridge's own home. 
Ee continued, at any rate, to reside in Wordsworth's bouse 
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doring the whole seven months of his editorship of the 
Friend, a new venture in periodical Uterature which he 
nndertook at this period ; and we shall see that upon its 
failure he did not resume his residence at Greta Hall, hot 
quitted the Lake country at once and forever. 

We need not take too literally Coleridge's declaration 
in the Biopraphia LUeraria that one "main object of his 
in starting the Friend was to establish the philosophic^ 
dtatinction between the Reason and the Understanding." 
H«d this been so, or at least had the periodical been act- 
ually condncted in conformity with any such purpose, 
even the chagrined projector himself could scarcely have 
had the face to complain, as Coleridge did very hitteriy, 
of the reception accorded to it by the public. The most 
unpractical of thinkers can hardly have imagined that the 
"general reader" would "take in" a weekly metaphys- 
ical journal publiabed at a town in Cumberland. The 
Jl^-ietid was not (]uite so essentially hopeless an raiter- 
prise as that would have been ; but the accidents of 
mismanagement and imprudence aoou made it, for all 
practical purposes, sufficiently desperate. Even the for- 
lorn Walcktaaa, which had been set on foot when Cole- 
ridge had fourteen years' less experience of the world, 
was hardly more certainly foredoomed. The first care of 
the founder of the Friend was to select, as the place of 
publication, a town exactly twenty-eight miles from bis 
own abode — a distance virtually trebled, as De Quincey 
obBervea, " by the interposition of Kirkstone, a mountain 
only to be scaled by a carriage ascent of three miles, 
and so steep in parts that without four horses no solitary 
traveller can persuade the neighbouring innkeepers to con- 
vey him." Here, however, at Penrith, "by way of pur- 
chasing intolerable difficulties at the highest price," Cold- 
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ridge was advised and actually persuaded to set up a printer, 
to buy and lay in a stock of paper, types, etc., instead of 
resorting to some printer already established at a nearer 
place — as, for instance, Kendal, wliich was ten miles nearer, 
and connected with Coleridgii's then place of residence by 
a daily post, whereas at Penrith there was do post at all. 
Having thns studiously and severely handicapped himself, 
the projector of the new periodical set to work, upon the 
atrength of what seems to have been in great measure a 
fancy list of sabscribers, to print and, ho far as bis estraor- 
dinary arrangements permitted, to circulate bis joamal. 
With naive sen tent iousn ess be warns the readers of the Bio- 
graphia lAteraria against trusting, in their own case, to sncb 
a. guarantee as he supposed biraself to possess. " You can- 
not," be observes, "be certain that the names of a subscrip- 
tion list liave been put down by sufficient authority ; or, 
sbould that be ascertained, it stilt remains to be known 
whether tbey were not extorted by some over- zealous 
friend's importunity ; whether the subscriber had not yield- 
bis name merely from want of courage to say no 1 and 
with the intention of dropping the work as soon as posM- 
.■" Thus, out of a hundred patrons who had been ob- 
tained for the Friend by an energetic canvasser, "ninety 
threw up the publication before the fourth number with- 
oot any notice, though it was well known to them that in 
consequence of the distance and the slowness and irregu- 
irity of the conveyance " [it is amusing to obsen-e the way 
9 which Coleridge notes these drawbacks of his own crea- 
tion as though tbey were "the act of God"] "I was com- 
pelled to lay in a stock of stamped paper for at least eight 
weeks beforehand, each sheet of which stood me in five- 
pence previous to its arrival at my printer's; though the 
snbwription money was not to bo received tilt the twenty 
I 6* » 
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first week after the comntencemeiit of the work ; and, last- 
ly, though it was Id niDG cases out of ten impracticable for 
mc to receive the moucy for two or three numbere without 
paying an equal sum for the postage." 

Enough appears in this undcsigacdly droll account of 
the venture to show prettj clearly that, even had the fViend 
obtained a reasonable measure of popularity at starting, 
the flagrant defects in the nietlioda of distributing and 
financiDg it must have insured its early decease. But, as 
a matter of fact, it had no chance of popularity from the 
outset. Its first number appeared on 1st August, 1809, and 
Coleridge, writing to Southey on 20th October of the same 
year, speaks of his " original apprebeusion " that the plan 
and execution of the friend is so utterly unsuitable to the 
public taste as to preclude all rational hopes of it« success, 
" Much," he continues, " might have been done to have 
made the former numbers less so, by the interposition of 
others written more expressly for general interest ;" and he 
promises to do his beat in future to " interpose tales and 
whole numbers of amusement, which will make the periods 
lighter and shorter." Meanwhile he begs Southey to write 
a letter to the Friend in a lively style, rallying its editor 
ou " his Quixotism in expecting that the public will ever 
pretend to understand his Incubrations or feel any interest 
in subjects of such sad and unkempt antiquity." Southey, 
ever good-natured, complied, even amid the unceasing press 
of his work, with the request; and to the letter of lightly- 
touched satire which he contributed to the journal he added 
a few private lines of friendly counsel, strongly urging Cole- 
ridge to give two or three amusing numbers, and he wonld 
hear of admiration on every side. " Insert too," he sug- 
gested, "a few more poems — any that you have, except 
Chritlabel, for that is of too much valne. And write now 
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that character of Bonaparte, announced in former times for 
'to-raorrow, and to-morrow, and to-morrow.'" It was too 
late, however, for good advice to be of any avail : the Friend 
was past praying for. It lingered on till its twenty-eighth 
number, and expired, unlike the Walchman, without any 
farewell to its friends, in the third weet of March, 1810. 

The republication of this periodical, or rather selections 
from it, which appeared in 1818, is hardly perhaps described 
with justice in De Quincey's words as " altogether and ab- 
Bolutely a new work." A reader can, at any rate, form a 
pretty fair estimate from it of the style and probable pub- 
lic attractions of the original issue; and a perusal of it, 
considered in its character as a bid for the patronage of the 
general reader, ia certainly calculated to excite an astonish- 
ment too deep for words. We have, of course, to bear in 
mind that the standard of the readable in onr grandfathers' 
days was a more liberal and tolerant one than it is in our 
own. In those days of leisurely communications and slow- 
ly moving events there was relatively at least a far larger 
public for a weekly issue of moral and philosophical essays, 
under the name of a periodical, than it would be found easy 
to secure at present, when even a monthly discourse upon 
things in general requires Mr. Ruskiu's brilliancy of elo- 
quence, vivacity of humour, and perpetual charm of unei- 

eotedness to carry it off. Still the Spectator continued to 

e read in Coleridge's day, and people therefore most have 
had before them a perpetual example of what it was posaj- 

e to do in the way of combining entertainment with in- 
struction. Uow, then, it cnuld have entered into the mind 
of the most sanguine projector to suppose that the loti- 
gueuri and the diificulty of the Friend would be patiently 
home with for the sake of the solid nutriment which it 

mtained it is quite impossible to understand. Even sup- 
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posing that a weekly, whose arowpd object was " to aid in 
the formation of fixed principles in politics, morals, and 
religion," conld possibly be floated, even " with literary 
amusements interspersed," it is evident that very mach 
would depend npon tbe character of these "amusements" 
themsolvcs. In the republication of 1817 they appear nn- 
der the heading of " landing-places." One of them oon- 
siata of a parallel between Voltaire and Erasmus, and be- 
tween Rousaeau and Luther, founded, of course, on the re- 
spective attitudes of the two pairs of personages to the 
Revolution and the Kcformation. Another at the end 
of the series consists of a criticism of, and panegyric on. 
Sir Alexander Ball, the governor of Malta. Such are the 
landing - places. But how should any reader, wearied 
with "forever climbing up the climbing wave" of Cole- 
ridge's eloquence, have found rest or refreshment on 
one of these uncomfortable little sandbanks J It was 
true that the original issue of the Friend contained po- 
etical contributions which do not appear in the repub- 
lication ; but poetry in itself, or, at any rate, good po- 
etry, is not a relief to the overstrained faculties, and, 
even if it were, the relief would have been provided at 
too infrequent intervals to affect the general result. The 
fact is, however, that Coleridge's own theory of bis duty 
as a pnblic instructor was in itself fatal to any hope of 
his venture proving a commercial success. Even when 
entreated by Sonthey to lighten the character of the peri- 
odical, he accompanies bis admission of the worldly wis- 
dom of the advice with sometliiiig like a protest against 
such a departure from the severity of his original plan. 
His object, as he pnts it with much cogency from his 
own unpractical point of view— his object being to teach 
men how to think on politics, religion, and morals, and 
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tiiioking being a very arduoua and distasti^fal bnainosa to 
ttie mass of mankind, it followed that the essays of the 
Friend (and particularly tlie earlier essays, in which the 
reader Tequired to be " grounded " in his subject) coold 
liHrdly be ^meable reading. With perfect frankness in- 
deed does he admit in his prospectus that he must " sub- 
mit to be thought dull by those who seek amusement 
only." He hoped, however, aa he says in one of hia ear- 
lier essays, to become livelier as he went on. " The prop- 
er merit of a foundation is ib^ massiveness and solidity. 
The conveniences and ornaments, the gihiing an,d stueco- 
work, the sunshine and sunny prospects, will come with 
the Buperstruetare." But the building, alasl was never 
destined to be completed, and the architect had hia own 
misgivings about the attractions even of the completed 
edifice. " I dare not flatter myself that any endeavoura 
of mine, compatible with the duty I owe to the truth and 
the hope of permanent utility, will render the Friend 
agreeable to the majority of what is called the reading 
public. I never expected it. How indeed could I when, 
etc." Yet, in spite of these professions, it is clear from 
the prospectus that Coleridge believed in the possibiUty 
of obtaining a public for the Friend, lie saya that " a 
motive for honourable nmbition was sapplicd by the fact 
that every periodical paper of the kind now attempted, 
which had been conducted with zeal and ability, was not 
only well received at the time, but has become popular ;" 
and he seems to regard it as a comparatively unimportant 
circumstance that the Friend would be distinguished from 
"its celebrated predecessors, the Sjxciator and the like," 
by the " greater length of the separate essays, by their 
closer connection with each other, and by the predomi- 
nance of one object, and the common bearing of all to 
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one end." It was, of course, es:act]y this pliu of prolix- 
ity &nd minui of variety which lowered tbe sum of the 
FntsteCi attractions so far below that of the Spectator as 
to deprive tbe aucce&s of Addison of all its value as a 
precedent. 

Nor is it easy to agree with the editor of the reprint 
of 1837 that the work, " with all its imperfection a, is per- 
haps the moat vigorous" of its author's compositions. 
That there are paasagea in it which impress us by their 
force of expression, aa well as by subtlety or beauty of 
thought, most of course be admitted. It was impossible 
to a man of Coleridge's hterary power that it should be 
otherwise. But " vigorous" is certainly not tbe adjective 
which seems to me to suggest itself to an impartial critic 
of these too copious disquisitions. Making every allow- 
ance for their necessary elasticity of scope as being de- 
signed to "prepare and discipline the student's moral and 
intellectual being, not to propound dogmas and theories 
for bis adoption," it mast, I think, be allowed that they 
are wanting in that continuity of movement and co-ordi- 
nation of parts which, as it seems to me, enters into any 
intelligible definition of " vigour," as attributed to a work 
of moral and political exposition considered as a whole. 
The writer's discursiveness is too often and too vexalions- 
)y felt by the reader to permit of the survival of any sense 
of theorematic unity in his mind ; he soon gives ap 
all attempts at periodical measurement of his own and 
his author's progress towards the prescribed goal of their 
journey ; and he resigns himself in this, as in so many 
other of Coleridge's prose works, to a study of isolated 
and detached passages. So treated, however, one may 
freely admit that tbe Friend is fully worthy of the ad- 
miration with which Mr. H, N. Coleridge regarded it. If 
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not the most vigorous, it is beyond all comparison the 
most characteristic of all bis uncle's performances in tbis 
field of bis multiform activity. In no way could tbe pe- 
culiar pregnancy of Coleridge's tbougbts, tbe more tban 
scholastic subtlety of bis dialectic, and tbe passionate 
fervour of bis spirituality be more impressively exhibited 
than by a well-made selection of loci from tbe pages of 
tbe Friend, 
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BT8. — RBTntEMBRT TO MR. 

[1810-1816.] 

The life led by Coleridge daring the six jeare nest en- 
Buing ia difficult to trace, even in the barest outline ; to 
give a detailed and circumstantial account of it from any 
ordinarily aocessible source of information ia impossible. 
Nor is it, I imagine, very probable that even the moat 
GThauative search among whatever unprinted records may 
exist in the poaaession of hia friends would at all com- 
pletely supply the present lack of biographical materiaL 
For not only had it become Coleridge's habit to disappear 
from the sight of his kinsmen and acquaintaneea for long 
periods together ; he bad fallen almost wholly silent alsoL 
They not only ceased to see him, but they ceased to bear 
of him. Letters addressed to iiim, even on subjects of 
the greatest importance, would remain for months nnno- 
ticed, and in many instances would receive no answer ai 
all. His correspondenee during the next half-dozen years 
must have been of the scantiest amoant and the most in- 
termittent character, and a biographer could hope, there- 
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fore, for but little aid in bridging over the lai^e gaps in 
his inowledge of this period, even if every extant letter 
written by Coleridge during its continuance were to be 
given to the world. 

Such light, too, as is retrospectively thrown upon it by 
Coleridge's correspondence of a later date is of the moat 
fitful description — scarcely more than serves, in fact, for 
the rendering of darkness visible. Even the sudden and 
final departure from the Lakes it leaves involved in as 
much obscurity as ever. Writing to Mr. Thomas Altsop' 
from Ramagate twelve years afterwards {8th October, 
1822) he says that lie "counts four grasping and griping 
sorrovfs in bis past life." The first of these " was when " 
[no date given] "the vision of a happy homo sank for- 
ever, and it became impossible for me longer even to 
hope for domestic happiness under the name of hnsband." 
That is plain enough on Iha whole, though it still leavee 
us in some uncertainty as to whether the " sinking of the 
vision " was as gradual as the estrangement between hus- 
band and wife, or whether lie refers to some violent rupt- 
ure of relations with Mrs. Coleridge, possibly precipitating 
his departure from tbe Lakes. If so, the second " griping 

> Coleridge mudt! Che Bcquuntance of tbis gentleman, who beeama 
his enthueiaatic disciple, in 1818. His chief iDter^at for ua is the 
fact that for the Deit seven years he was Uolurid^'s correEpoodent. 
Personallj,he waa a innii of Utile judgniBnt or critical disuriminalioii, 
and his beaae of the riiiiculous may be muaaured by the following 
pasaage. Speaking of the sweetness of Cliarles Lamb's BmUa, ba 
sajB that " there is still one man living, a stoeh-broket, wba haa that 
smile," and adds : " To those who wish to see the only thing left on 
earth,i/ifusfi2/&y!, of Lamb, bis best and most beautiful remain— 

his fimile — I will indicate its poesessor, Mr. , of Throgmorton 

Street" How the original " posseasor " of thia apparentij aaaiga- 
able security would Iibto longed to " (eel Mr. Albop's head 1" 
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and grasping boitow " followed very quickly on the first, 
for he Bays that it overtook him "on the night of hia ar- 
rival from Grasracre with Mr. and Mrs. Montagu ;" while 
in the same breath and paragraph, and as though undoabt- 
edly referring to the same thing, he speaks of the " de- 
Btrnction of a friendship of fifteen years when, just at the 
moment of Fenner and Curtis's (the publishers) bankrupt 
cy " (by which Coleridge was a hoavy loser, but whieh did 
not occur till seven years afterwards), somebody indicated 
by seven asterisks and possessing an income of XISOO a 
year, was " totally transformed into baseness." There is 
certainly Dot much light here, any more than in the equal- 
ly enigmatical description of the third sorrow as being 
" in some sort included in the second," so that " what the 
former was to friendship the latter was to a still more in- 
ward bond." The truth is, that all Coleridge's references 
to himself in his later years are shrouded in a double ob- 
aeurity. One veil is thrown over them by bis deliberate 
preference for abstract and mystical forms of expression, 
and another perhaps by that kind of shameful secretive- 
ness which grows upon all men who become the slaves uf 
concealed indulgences, and which often displays itself on 
occasions when it has no real object to gain of any kind 

Thus much only we know, that on reaching London in 
the summer of 1810 Coleridge became the guest of the 
Montagus, and that, after some months' residence with 
them, he left, as the immediate result of some difference 
with his host which was never afterwards composed. 
Whether it arose from the somewhat trivial cause to 
which De Quincey has, admittedly upon the evidence of 
"the learned in literary scandal," referred it, it is now im* 
posaible to say. But at some time or other, towards the 
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close probaLly of 1610, or in the early months of 1811, 
Coleridge (juitted Mi'. MoDtaga's house for that of Mr. 
John Morgan, a companioD of his early Bristol days, and 
ft common friend of hia and Southey's ; and here, at No. 7 
Portland Place, Hammui'smith, he was residing when, for 
the second time, ho resolved to present himself to the 
London public in the capacity of lecturer. Hia services 
were on this occasiou engaged by the London Philosophi- 
cal Society, at Craue Court, Fleet Street, and their pro- 
spectus announced that on Monday, 18lh November, Mr. 
Coleridge would commence " a course of lectures on 
Shakspeare and Milton, in illustration of the principles 
of poetry and their application, on grounds of criticism, 
to the most popular works of later English poets, those 
of the living included. After an introductory lecture on 
false criticism (especially in poetry) and on its causes, two- 
thirds of the remaining course," continues the prospectus, 
"wiU be assigned, lat, to a philosophical analysis and ex- 
planation of all the principal characters of our great dram- 
atists, as Othello, FalstaS, Richard the Third, lago, Ham- 
let, etc., and to a critical comparison of Shakspeare in 
respect of diction, imagery, management of the passions, 
judgment iu the construction of his dramas — in short, of 
all that belongs to him as a poet, and as a dramatic poet, 
with bis contemporaries or immediate successors, Jonson, 
Beaumont and Fletcher, Ford, Massinger, and in the en- 
deavour to determine which of Shakspearo's merits aud 
defects are common to him, with other writers of the 
same age, and what remain peculiar to his genius." 

A couple of months before the commencement of this 
course, viz., in September, 1811, Coleridge seems to have 
entered into a definite journalistic engagement with his old 
editor, Mr. Daniel Stnart, then the proprietor of the Ctiu- 
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rier. It was not, however, hie first coniiectioa with thAt 
journal. He had already published at least one piece of 
verse in ita colnmns, and two years before, while the 
Friend was still in eEistcnce, he had contributed to it a 
series of letters on the straggle of the Spaniards againat 
their French invaders- In these, tis though to show that 
under the ashes of hia old democratic enthusiasm still lived 
its wonted fires, and that the inspiration of a popalar cause 
waa only needed to reanimate them, we find, with less of 
the youthful lightness of touch and agility of movement, 
a very near approach to the vigour of his early journal- 
istic days. Whatever may be thought of the historic 
value of the parallel which he institutes between the 
struggle of the Low Countries against their tyrant, and 
that of the Peninsula against its usurping conqueror, it is 
worked out with remarkable ingenuity of completeness. 
Whole pages of the letters are radiant with that steady 
Same of hatred which, ever since the hour of his disilla- 
sionmcnt, had glowed in his breast at the name and 
thought of Bonaparte ; and whenever he speaks of the 
Spaniards, of Spanish patriotism, of the Spanisb Cortes, 
we see that the names of " the people," of " freedom," 
"popular assembly," have some of their old magic 
him still. The following passage is almost pathetic in its 
reminder of the days of 1793, before that modern Le- 
onidas, the young French Republic, had degenerated into 
the Xerxes of t!ie Empire : 

"The power which raised up, established, and enriched Ihe Dutch 

republic — Che snme mtghty power is no leas at vork in the present 

itniggle of the Spanish nation — a power which mocks the calcnUtions 

of ordiuary statecraft too subtle to be weighed against it, and mei 

.cd brute force too different from it lo admit of compariBon. 

^ as might]' in the rational creation as the L-leiucnt of electricilj 
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in the nulerial world ; and, libe that element, iafinite in ita >fBDiliea, 
infinite In its mode of action, combining tlie mosC liieoordant DatorBS, 
filing the most volatile, aud arming the sluggiitli vapour of the marab 
with arrows of fire ; working alike in alienee and in tempeet, in 
groirth and in destruirtion ; now contracted to au individual aoul, and 
now, a» in a monient, dilating itself over a vhote nation I Am I aaked 
what thifl mighty power may be, and wherein it eiisti? If we are 
worth; of the fame which we posaeBS as the countrjTaen of Hamp- 
den, Euaaell, and Aigemon Sidney, we Bhall find the anewer in *ur 
own heaits. It is the power of the insultitd free-will, steadied by the 
approving conscience and struggling against brute force and iniqui- 
tous compulsion for the common rights of hnman nature, brought 
home to our inmost Bonis by being, at the same time, the righla of 
our betrayed, luBultud, and bleeiling country." 

And as this paasags recalls the niost striking character- 
istics of Lis earlier style, so may its concluaion serve as a 
fair speciDien of the calmer eloquence of his later maaaer: 

" It Is a painful trulli, sir, that those men who appeiil mo,?t to facta, 
and pretend to lake them for their eicluBive guide, are th« very per- 
sons who most disr^ard the light of experience when it refers them 
to the mightiness of their own inner nature, In opposition to those 
forces which they can sea with their eyes, and reduce to figures upon 
a Blnte. And yet, air, what is history for the greater and more useful 
part bat a voice from the sepulubres of our foii^fathers, assuring ua, 
from their united experience, that oar spirits are as much stronger 
than onr bodies as they are nobler and more permanent? The his- 
toric muae appears in her loftiest character as the nurse of Hope. 
It is her appropriate praise that her records enable the magnajiiinoua 
to silence the selfish and cowardly by appealing to actual evenlt for 
the information of these Initha which they theraselves first learned 
from the surer oracle of their own reason." 

But this resnimation of Ptiergy was bat a transient phe- 
nomenon. It did not snrvive thu first freshness of its 
exciting cause. The Spiinish insurrection grew into the 
Peninsular war, and though the glorious series of Welling- 
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ton's victories might weil, one would think, have sustained 
tbe rhetorical temperature at its proper pitch, it failed to 
, do so. Or was it, as the facts appcnr now and thei 
■uggGst, that Coleridge at Grasmere or Keswick — Coleridge 
in the inspiring (and restraining) com pan ion a hip of closei 
friends aud literary compeers — was an altogether differenti 
man from Coleridge in London, alone with hie thoughts 
and his opium? The question cannot be answered with 
confidence, and the fine quality of the lectures on Shake- 
speare is sufficient to show that, for some time, at any rate, 
after his final migration to London, his critical faculty 
retained its full vigour. But it is beyond dispute that his 
regular contributions to the Courier in 1811-12 are not 
only vastly inferior to his articles of a dozen years before 
in tbe Morning Post but fall sensibly short of the level of 
the letters of 1809, from which extract bas just been made. 
Their tone is spiritless, and they even lack distinction of 
style. Their very subjects, and the mode of treating tbem, 
appear to show a change in Coleridge's attitude towards 
public affairs if not in the very conditions of his journalis- 
tic employment. They have much more of the character 
of newspaper hack>work than his earlier contributions. He 
seems to have been, in many instances, set to write a mere 
report, and often a rather dry and meclinnical report, of 
this or the other Peninsular victory. He seldom or never 
discusses tbe political situation, as his wont has been, au 
large; and in place of broad statesmanlike reflection on 
the scenes and actors in the great world-drama then in 
progress, we meet with too much of that sort of criticism 
on the consistency and capacity of " our contemporary, the 
Morning Chronicle,'' which had leas attraction, it may be 
suspected, even for the public of its own day than for the 
jonrnalistic profession, while for posterity, of course, it 
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poBsesseH no inl^rost at all. The aeries of contributions 
eiteods from September of ISll QDtil April of tbe follow- 
ing j'ear, sni3 appears to Lave nearly come to a premature 
and abrnpt cloae io the intermediate July, when an article 
written by Coleridge in strong opposition to the proposed 
reinstatement of the Duke of York in the command-in- 
chief was, bj ministerial inflaence, soppressed before pab- 
licatiun. This made Coleridge, as his daughter informs os 
on the authority of Mr. Crabb Robinson, " very uucomfort- 
able," and he was deairous of being engaged on another 
paper. He wished to be connected with the Times, and 
" I spoke," says Mr. Robinson, " with Walter on the sub- 
ject, bnt the negotiation failed." 

With the coQclpsioa of llie lectures ou Shakespeare, and 
the loss of the stimulus, slight as it then was to bim, of 
regular duties and recurring engagements, Coleridge seems 
to have relapsed once more into thoroughly desaltory hab- 
its of work. The series of aphorisms and reflections which 
he contributed in 1812 to Southey's Omniana, witty, sug- 
gestive, profound as many of them are, must not of course 
be refeiTed to the years jn which they were given to the 
world. They belong unquestionably to the order of mar- 
ffinalia, the scattered notes of which De Quincey speaks 
with not extravagant admiration, and which, under the 
busy pencil of a commentator always indefatigable in 
the streaua inertia of reading, had no donbt accumu- 
lated in considerable quantities over a loug course of 

The disposal, however, of this species of literary mate- 
rial could scarcely have been a source of much profit to 
him, and Coleridge's difficulties of living must by this time 
have been growing acute. Hia pension from the Wedg- 
woods had been assigned, bis surviving son has stated, to 
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the use of hia family, and even this had been in the pre- 
TionB year reduced by half. " In Coleridge's neglect," ob- 
serves Miss Meteyard, " of his duties to his wife, bis chil- 
dren, and bis friends, must be sought the motives which 
led Mr. Wedgwood in 1811 to withdraw hia share of the 
annuity. An excellent, even over-anxious father, he was 
likely to be shocked at a neglect whicb imposed on the 
generosity of Soiitliey, himself heavily burdened, those du- 
ties which every man of feeling and honour proudly and 
even jealously guards as his own. . . . The pension of £1S0 
per annum bad been originally granted with the view to 
secure Coleridge independence and leisure wliiie he effected 
some few of his manifold projects of literary work. Bnt 
ten years had passed, and these projects were still in nabi- 
hus — even the life of Lessing, even the briefer memoir of 
Thomas Wedgwood ; and gifts so well intentioned, had as 
it were, ministered to evil rather than to good." We can 
hardly wonder at the step, however we may regret it ; and 
if one of the reasons adduced in defence of it savours some- 
what of the fallacy known as a tion causA pro causd, we may 
perhaps attribute that rather to the maladroitness of Mias 
Meteyard's advocacy than to the weakness of Mr, Wedg- 
wood's logic. The fact, however, that this " excellent, even 
over-anxioua father" was shocked at a neglect which im- 
posed a burden on the genaroaity of Southey, is hardly a 
just ground for cutting off one of the supplies by which 
that burden was partially relieved. As to the assignment 
of the pension to the family, it is impossible to question 
what has been positively afBrmed by an actual member of 
that family, the Rev. Derwont Coleridge himself ; though, 
when he adds that not only was the school education of 
both the sons provided from this source, bnt that through 
his (Coleridge's) influence they were both sent to college, 
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hia statemeDt is atvariance, as nill'bc presentlyaeen, with 
an autfaoritj equal to tia own. 

In 1813, «t jiny rate, we may well bdieve that Cole- 
ridge's jrecessities bad become pressing, and the timely ser- 
vice tbenrentlered to him by Lord Byro« may bavo been 
saggeMed alnaost as much' by a' knowledge of his needs as 
by admiration for the dramatic merits of his long-since 
r&jeetod tri^dy, Oaorio's time had at any rate come. 
The wonld-be fratricide changed his name to Ordonio, and 
ceased to' stand sponsor to the play, vrliieh was rechristeaed 
Remorse,tknd accepted at last, upon Byron's recommen- 
dation, by the committee of Drary Lane Theatre, the play- 
hoBso at rthose doors it had knocked Taiuly fifteen years 
before it was performed there for the first time on the 
23d 6f January, 1813, The prologue and epili^ue, with- 
out which in those times no gentleman's drama was ac- 
connbed complete, was written, the farmer by Charies 
Lamb,-the latter by the author himself. 'It obtained a 
brilliant success on its first representation, and was hon- 
OTired with what was in those days regarded as the very 
respectable run of' twenty nights. 

The success, however, which camo so opportnnely for 
bis'inaterial necessities was too late to. produce any good 
effect upon Coleridge's mental state. Bnt a month after 
the production of his tragedy we find him writing in the 
mast dismal str f h p h ndria to Thomas Poole. 

The oniy.ploasu bl which the success of Re- 

merae had given h h d clares, the receipt of hia 

friend's " heart-e a; d d 1 of congratulation. " No 

grocer's apprenti af h fi mouth's permitted riot, 
was ever Mcker cf figs and rai^ms than I of hearing about 
the Remorse. The endless rat-a-tat-tat at oar black-and-blne 
bruised doors, and my three master-fiends, proof-sheets, 
K 7 10 
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letters, and — worse than these — invitations to laige din- 
ners, ivhiuL I cannot refuse without offence and imputa- 
tion of pride, etc., oppress me bo much that my spirits 
quite sink under it. 1 have never secD the play since 
the first night. It has been a good thing for the theatre. 
They will get eight or ten thousand pounds by it, and 
I shall get more than by ail my literary labours put to- 
gether — nay, thrice as much." So large a sum of money 
as this must have amounted to should surely have lasted 
him for years; but the particular species of intemperance 
to which he was now hopelessly enslaved is probably the 
most costly of all forms of such indulgence, and it seems 
pretty evident that the proceeds of his theatrical coup 
were consumed in little more than a year. 

Early in I8I4, at any rate, Coleridge once more returned 
to his old occupation of lecturer, and this time not in 
London, but In the scene of his first appearance in that 
capacity. The lectures which he proposed to deliver at 
Bristol were, in fact, a repetition of the course of 1811- 
12 ; but the ways of the lecturer, to judge from an amos- 
ing story recorded by Cottle, more nearly resembled his 
proceedings in 1808, A "brother of Mr. George Cum- 
berland," who happened to be his fellow-traveller to Bris- 
tol on tliis occasion, relates that before the coach started 
Coleridge's attention was attracted by a little Jew boy 
selling pencils, with whom he entered into conversation, 
and with whose superior qualities he was so impressed a 
to declare that " if he had not an important engagemen 
at Bristol he would stay behind to provide some better 
condition for the lad," The coach having started, "the 
gentleman " (for his name was unknown to the narrator 
of the incident) "talked incessantly and in a most enter- 
taining way for thirty miles out of London, and, after- 
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warda, with little intermisaion till they reached MarJbor- 
ougli," when he discovered that a lady in the coacli with 
bim wns a particular friend of hia ; and on arriving at 
Bath he quitted the coach declaring that he was deter- 
mined not to leave her till he Lad aeen her safe to her 
brother's door in North Wales. This was the day fixed 
for the delivery of" Coleridge's first lecture. Two or thre* 
days afterwards, having completed his ditour by North 
Wales, bo arrived at Bristol ; another day was fixed for 
the commencement of the course, and Coleridge then pre- 
aented himself an hour after the andienco had taken their 
aeata. The "important engagement" might he broken, 
it seems, for a mere whim, though not for a charitabia 
impulse — a distinction testifying to a mixture of insincer- 
ity and nnpunctuality not pleasant to note as an evidence 
of the then state of Coleridge's emotions and will. 

Tims in auspiciously commenced, there was no reason 
why the Bristol lectures of 1814 should be more success- 
ful than the London Institution lectures of 1808; nor 
were they, it appears, in fact. They are said to hav« 
been "sparsely attended" — no doubt owing to the natural 
unwillingness of people to pay for an hour's contempla- 
tion of an empty platform ; and their pecuniary returns 
in consequence were probably insignificant, Coleridge 
remained in Bristol till the month of August, when be 
returned to London. 

The painful task of tracing his downward course is now 
almost completed. In the middle of this year he touched 
t!ie lowest point of his descent. Cottle, who had a good 
deal of intereom-se with him by speech and letter in 1814, 
and who had not seen him since 1807, was shocked by 
his extreme prostration, and then for the first time ascer- 
tained the cause. "In 1814," he says in his Recollecliont, 
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"S.T. C. budhcen long, very long, in the habit of tekin^' 
from two qusrta of kudanuni a week to a piut a day, anJ 
on one ocoasion he had been knoitn to take in thu twenty- 
fo«rihoura a whole qnart of laudanum. The ecriuue ex- 
penditure of moBfly resulting from this habit was' the least 
evil,'tho«gh vety great, aad must have absorbed all tire 
produce of his writings and lectures andthe liberalitiea of 
his friends." Cottle sddresscd to him a letter of not rery 
delicate TemonBtranco on the subject, to which Coleridge 
replied in his wontedly humble strain. 

There ia a certain Pharisaism about theiBristol poet- 
puUi&her which renders It necessary to ererciae some lit- 
tle caution iu'thc acceptance of his account of Colerii^e'a 
condition ; but the factB, from whatever source one seeka 
them, appear to acquit him of any esaggeration in bis 
summing up of the melancholy matter. "A general im- 
pression," he says, " prevailed on the minds of ' Coleridge's 
friends that it was a desperate ease, that paralysed alt th«rr 
C&Orts ; that to assist Coleridge with money which, under 
favourable circumstances would have been most promptly 
■dvaneed, would now only enlarge hia capacity to obtain 
tile opium which was consuming him. We merely knew 
that Coleridge had retired with his friend, Mr. John Mor- 
gan, to a small house at Cain e, in Wiltshire." 

■It mnst bave been at Caine, thee, that Coleridge oorn- 
posed the series of "Letters to Mr. Justice Fletcher con- 
cerning his cbai^' to the Grand Jury of the eounty of 
We»fotd, at the summer Assizea in 1814," which appeared 
at Intervala in the Courier between 30th September and 
10th 'December of this year. Their subject, a somewhat 
injudiciously animated address to tbe aforesaid Grand 
Jary on the subject of the relations bet^i'een Catholicism 
Hnd Protestantism in Ireland, was well calculated to stimu- 
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late the literary activity of a mHD who always took some- 
thing of the keen interest of the modern Radical in tha 
eternal Irish (jueation ; and the letters arc not wantiag 
either in ar^mentatiTe force or in grave impressiveneaa 
of style. But thwr lack of spring and energy, as com- 
psred with Coleridge's eariier work in journaUam, ,is paln- 
fiilly visible throughout. 

Calne, it ia to bo Bnppoaed, was still Coloridgp's place 
of abode when Soiithey (17th October) wrote Cottle that 
letter, which appears in his Correapondmet^ and which il- 
lustrates with, such sad tonipletenesa the contrast between 
the careers of the two generoas, romantic, brilliant youths 
who had wooed their wives together — and between the 
fates, one must add. of the two sisters who had listened 
to their wooing — eighteen years before : a letter as hon- 
ourable to the writer as it ia the reverse to its auhjaet. 
" Can you," aaka SoutUey, " tell roe anything of Ooloridgpt 
A few lines of introduction for a son of Mr. — ■ — , of, St. 
James's, in your city, are all that we have received from 
him, since I saw him last September twelvemonth, (1S13) 
in town. The children being thus left entirely to chaneev 
1 have applied to his brothers at Ottey (Ottery ?) concern- 
ing tbem, and am in hopes through their means and the 
assistance of other friends of sending Hartley to . college. 
Lady Beaumont has promised £30 a year for, the pur- 
pose, and Poole £10. I wrote to Coleridge three or- four 
months ago, telling biin that unless he took soi 
in providing for this object I must make the application, 
and required his answer within a given term of throe weeks. 
Ho received the letter, and in his note by Mr. prom- 
ised to answer it. but he has never taken any further 
notice of it. I. have acted with the advice of Word* 
worth. The brothers, as I expected, promise their con- 
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oDTTenoe, and I daily expect a letter stating to what extent 
thoy will contribute." With this letter before him an im- 
partial biographer can hardly be expected to adopt the 
theory which has commended itself to the filial piety of 
the Rev. Derwent Coleridge — namely, that it was through 
the father's " influence " that the sons were sent to college. 
Od a plain matter of fact such as this, one may be per- 
mitted, without indelicacy, to uphold the conclusions com- 
pelled by the evidence. Such expressions of opinion, on 
the other hand, as that Coleridge's " separation from his 
family, brought about and continued through the force 
of cirouTU stances over which he had far leas control than 
has been commonly supposed, was in fact nothing else but 
an ever-prolonged absence ;" and that " from first to last 
he took an affectionate, it may be said a passionate, inter- 
eat in the welfare of his children" — such expressions of 
mere opinion as these it may be proper enough to pass by 
in reapectfnl silence. 

The following year brought with it no improvement in 
the embarrassed circumstauces, no reform of the disordered 
life. Still domiciled with Mr. Morgan at Calue, the self- 
made sufferer writes to Cottle: "You will wish to know 
something of myself. In health I am not worse than 
when at Bristol I was best ; yet fluctuating, yet unhappy, 
in circumstances poor indeed ! I have collected my scat- 
tered and my manuscript poems sufficient to make one 
volume. Enough I have to make another. But, till the 
latter is finished, I cannot, without great loss of character, 
publish the former, on account of the arrangement, be- 
sides the necessity of correction. For instance, I earnest- 
ly wish to begin the volumes with what has never been 
by any, however few, such as a series of odes on the 
different sentences of liie Liirrl'f* Prnyer, and, more tnan 
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all this, to finish my greater work on 'Christianity con- 
sidered as philosophy, and as the only philosophy.' " 
Then follows a request for a loan of forty pounds on the 
security of the MSS., an advance which Cottle declined 
to make, though he sent Coleridge " some smaller tem- 
porary relief." The letter concludes with n reference to 
a project for taking a house and receiving pupils to board 
and instruct, whicb Cottle appeared to consider the crown- 
ing " degradation and ignominy of all." 

A few days later we find Lord Byron again coming to 
Coleridge's assistance with a loan of a hundred pounds 
and words of counsel and enconr^eraent. Why should 
not the author of Remorse repeat his success ? " In Kean," 
writes Byron, " there is an actor worthy of expressing the 
thoughts of the character wbich you have every power of 
embodying, and I cannot but regret that the pait of Or- 
donio was disposed of before his appearance at Drury 
Lane. We have had nothing to be mentioned in the 
same breath with Remorse for very many years, and I 
should think that the reception of that play was sufficient 
to encourage the highest hopes of author and audience." 
The advice was followed, and the drama of Zapolya was 
the result. It is a work of even less dramatic strength 
than its predecessor, and could scarcely, one thinks, have 
been as successful with an audience. It was not, how- 
r, destined to see the footlights. Before it had passed 
the tribunal of the Drury Lane Committee it had lost the 
benefit of Byron's patronage through the poet's departure 
from England, and the play was rejected by Mr. Douglas 
Kinnaird, the then reader for the theatre, who assigned, 
cording to Mr. Gillman, " some ludicrous objections to the 
metaphysics," Before leaving England, however, Byroi 
rendered a last, and, as the result proved, a not unimpo^ 
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tanl'semee to Iris brother- poet. He in trod need .him toi 
Mr. Mnrray, who, in the following year, nDdertook the pult 
lication of Ohristabei — the most suoceasful, in the s^se of'" 
the- most I popular, of oil ils author'i; prodactious in verae. 

With the coniiog of spring in the following year, tbat 
dreary Btory of alow self-deetroctitm, into which thejn*tr&- 
tivoi of Coleridge's life from the age of thirty to that of 
forty-five reeolvee itself, was bronght to a close. ColeridgeN 
Lad at last perceived that his only hope of redemption lay, 
in.a voluntary snbmission of his enteeiiied will to the con- 
trol of mothers, and lie had apparently just enough strength. 
of^Tolition to form and oxeocite the necessary. resolvEk He: 
appcarsi-inthe first instance, to l»ve consulted a pfaysiciaii 
ofahen«meof Aiiams, who, on the 9t!i of April, 1816, put'- . 
himself in communioatioB with Mr, Gillman, of Hi^fa^e^. 
" A. very learned, but in one respect an unfortuoate gentle- 
man^ has," he wrote, "appiiedito me on a siogulsr om*^ 
sioow Ho has for several years been in.the habit of' takii^ 
large quantities of opium. For some titne past he has> 
baeaiin vain endeavonriug to break himsedf: of it, It^ia 
apprehended bis friends are not firm enonghv from' a. 
dread lest he should suffer by suddenly leaving iti o^'. 
though he ia conscious of the contrary, and haa- pro- 
posed to me to siihmit: himself to any regimes, however 
fi^rcrei. With this view he wishes to fix < hims^f in the 
hooBe of eomei medical gentleman who will have the CQor- 
agei to refuse him any laodanum, and und^ whose assiali' 
ance, should he be the worse for it, he may bo relieved;" 
Would such. a proposal, iu quires- the writert be absolntdy 
inconsistent with Mr. Gillman's family arnmgementB f He 
would not, he addsj have propesed it "but on aocouttt o£ 
the greflt importance, of the character as: a literary, atmj. 
His communicative temper will make hi*. society very im- 



I 

I 



11,] 



AT MR. GILLMAN'S. 



I 



teresting aa wbU »s. iiHcfiil." Mr. GillmnnV acqu^tance- 
with Dr. Aijams wai but slight;. and he liadbad no pre- 
viona intwntion of receiving an inmate into his bouse, Btit 
the case very naturally interested him ; he sought' an inter- 
view with Dr. Adams, and it was agreed that the latter 
should drive Coleridgeto Highgate the following evening. 
At the appointed hour, howei-er, Coleridge presented himr 
himself alone, and, after spending the evening at Mr. Gill- 
inan'a, left him, aa even in. his then condition he left most 
people who met him for the first time, oompletoly capti- 
vated hy the amiability of bis manners and the charm ofi 
bis oonversation. The next day Mr. Gilimaii received .from 
biia a letter finally settling, the arrangement to pkcehimt- 
self under the doctor's cara, and condnding with thcifolT 
lowing pathetio pa^wagc : 



■T wikeful reaBon and the keenoeBS 
e vou from all uopleaaant circum- 
only 0- 



"And now of mvBelf. 
of mv moral feelmga wil 
stsDces conneeted with oii 

utfie imdnesB. You will nevsr liear au^thing but truth from n 
priii>")abiia render it out ofinj power lo:te]l an untruth, but, unless^ 
carefully observed, f d&re not proBuse that 1 sbould not, with re^rd 
to this deteetod poison, be capable of acting one. Xot siit; bouu 
bftre yet passed without. my having taken laudanum, though, for the 
Inst week, oomparatively trifling doBes. I have full belief that your 
aiiiiely need not be extended be^ad the first week, and for the first 
weelt I shuUnot, must aot| be permitted' to leave your house, utdeee 
with you ; delicately un indelicatelj, tbis must be done, and both, the 
siwranU, and the usiistaat, roust reueive absolute commands from 
YOU. The stimulus of oonversation suspends the terror, that haunts 
my mind ; but, when I nm alone, the horrors I have sntfered from 
laudanum, tile degradntlon, the blighted utilitj, almost overwhelm 
me. If (nj I feel for the jfriJ tinte a soothing confidence Chat it will' 
prove) Lrihinild leave you reetoredttOmymorHliand bodily health, <f 
13 not myself only that will love and honour joii ; every friend LhAva 
(Find, thank God! in spite of this wretched vice I have many and 
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warm ones, nho wi^ro frieuds of luj joutb, huii bave never deserted 
me) will thnnk you with reverence. I liuve lakeo no notice of your 
kind apologies. IF I eould not be comfortable in jour house and 
with jour family, I ehould deserve to be miBenible." 

This letter was written on a Saturday, and on the fol- 
lowing Monday Coleridge presented himself at Mr. Gill- 
man's, bringing in his hand the proof-shecta of ChrUtabel, 
BOW printed for the first time. He bad looked, as the let- 
ter jnst qaoted shows, with a "soothing confidence" to 
leaving his retreat at some futare period in a restored con- 
dition of moral and bodily health ; and as regards the res- 
toration, his confidence was in a great measure justified. 
Bnt the friendly doors which opened to receive him on 
this 15th of April, 1816, were destined to close only upon 
hifl departing bier. Under the watchful and almost rever- 
ential care of this well -chosen guardian, sixteen years of 
comparatively quiet and well-ordered life, of moderate but 
effective literary activity, and of gradual though never 
complete emancipation from bis fatal habit, were reserved 
to him. He had still, as we shall sec, to undergo cert^n 
recurrences of restlesaneaa and renewals of pecuniary diffi- 
culty ; hia shattered health was but imperfectly and tem- i 
' porarily repaired ; his " shaping spirit of imagination " I 
could not and did not return ; his transcendental brood-l 
ings became more and more the " habit of his soul." Bat/ 
henceforth he recovers for us a certain measure of his long- 
lost dignity, and a figure which should always have been 
" meet for the reverence of the hearth " in the great house- 
hold of English literature, hut which had far too long and 
too deeply sunk below it, becomes once more a worthy 
and even a venerable presence. At evening-time it waa 
ligUt. 
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E AT HIGHGATB.— BESKWED ACTinTr. — PUBLICATIONB AND 



, SHAKSaPEARIAN CRITIC. 

[1816-1818.] 

The resQits of tbe step wLicb Coleridge hnd just taken 
became speedily visible in more ways tban one, and tbe 
public were among the first to derive benefit from it. For 
not only was be stimulated to greater actirity of produc- 
tion, but his now more metbodical way of life gave him 
time and inclination for tbat work of arrangement and 
preparation for the press wbicb, distasteful to most writ- 
era, was no doubt especially irksome to him, and thus in- 
sured the publication of many pieces which otherwise 
might never have seen tbe light. The appearance of 
Ckristahel was, as we have said, received with signal 
marks of popular favour, three editions being called for 
and exhausted in the same year. In 1816 there appeared 
also The Statesman's Manual ; or the Bible the best guide 
to Political Skill and Foresight: a Lay Sermon addressed 
to the higher classes of Society, with an Appendix con(aiV 
ing Comments and Essays connected leilh the Studg of 
the Inspired Writings; in 1817 another iay Sermon,ad- 
dressed to the higher and middle classes on the existing 
distresses and discontents ; and in tbe same year followed 
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tbe most important pnblication of this period, the Bio- 
ffraphia Lileraria. 

In 1817, too, it was thiit ColcridgG at, Inat made iiis 
long-meditated collection aod classification of his already 
published poems, and that for the first time something 
approaching to a complete edition of the poet's works was 
given to the world. The Sibyl/me Leaves, as this reiasne 
WHS called, had been intended to-be preceded by another 
volome of verse, and "accordiaglj on the printer's signa- 
tures of every sheet we find. Vol. II. appearing." Too 
charaotoriaticaJly, bowevert the.s^eme was abandonedj^nd 
Volume 11. emerged from the press without any Volume I. 
to accompany it. The drmna of Zapolya followed in the 
same year, and proved more successful with the publio 
than with the critic of Drury Lane. The " general reader" 
assigned no "ludicrous objections to its metaphysics;" 
on the contrary, he took them on trust, as his. geueroua 
manner is, and. Zapo/jfa, published thus as a Christmas 
tale, became bo immediately popular that two thousand 
copies were sold in six weeks. In the year 1818 followed 
the throo-volurae selection of essays from the /HCTirf,,a re- 
issue to which reference has already been made. With 
the exception of Ghriatabel, however, all the publications 
of these three years unfortunately proceeded from tbe 
house of Gale and Fenner, a firm which shortly afterwards 
became bantnipt ; and Coleridge thus lost all or. nearly 
all of the. profits of their salo. 

The most important of tbe new works of this period 
was, as has been said, the Biographia Ziteraria, or, to give 
it its: other title, Biographical Skekkes of my LiteraTy 
Life and Opinions. Its interest, however, is wholly crit- 
ical and illustrative; as a. narrative it would be found ex- 
tremely disappointing and probably initating by the aver 
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agereader. With tlio exception of 0»e or tvo iiiciduutul 
di^losures, biU little bic^rapbic^ information is to be dtt- 
rived from it which is not equally acceasiblc from aourcea 
iodependent of the autlioi'; and tho almost complete nant 
of 'sequence and arrangement renders it a very inconven- 
ient'work of reference even for theae'few biographical de- 
tails. Its miUD Tolue is to be found in the coDtents of 
seven chapters, from the fourteenth to tbe twentieth ; but 
it is not going' too far to say that, in respect of these, it is 
literally priceleaa. No such analysis of tho principles of 
poetry — no such eiwct discrimination of what was sound 
in the modem " retum-to-natare" mo»ement from what 
was false— 'has erver been accomplished by any other crit- 
ic, or with aueh admirable completeness by this coasum- 
nidte critic at any other time. Undoubtedly it ia not of 
tfee'light order of reading; none, or very little, of Gole- 
ridgo's prose is. The whole of Chapter XV., for instance, 
in which the specific elements of "poetic power" »re 
" distinguished from gener^id talent determined to poetic 
composition by accidental motives," requires a close and 
BDstained effort of the attention, bat those who bestow 
It wiil'find it amply repaid. I know of no dissertation 
cOBceiTed and carried out in terms of the abstract which 
in the result so triumpiiantly justifies itself upon applica- 
tion' to concrete cases. As regards the question of poetic 
expresiion, and the laws by which its true form is deter- 
mined, Coleridge's analysis is, it seems to mo, final. I 
cannot, at least, after the most careful reflection upon it, 
conceivfl'it as l)eing other than the absolutely last word on 
the subject. Reasoning and illustration arc alike so con- 
vincing that the reader, like the contentious student who 
listened unwillingly to his professor's demonstration of the 
first 'proposition of Euclid, is compelled to confess that 



" he bos nothing to reply." To the jndicious admirer of 
Wordsworth, to every one who, wliile recognising Worda- 
wortb's inestimable services to Engliah literature aa the 
leader of the naturalist reaction in poetry, has yet been 
paguely conscions of the defect in his poetic theory, and 
very keenly conscious of the vices of his poetic practice — 
to all such persons it must be a profound relief and satis- 
faction to be guided as unerringly as Coleridge guides 
them to the " parting of the ways " of truth and falsity 
in Wordsworth's doctrines, and to be enabled to perceive 
that nothing which has o&ended him in that poet's thought 
and diction has any real connection with whatever in the 
poet's principles has commanded his assent. There is n* 
one who has ever felt uneasy under the blasphemies of the 
enemy but must entertain deep gratitude for so complete 
a discharge as Coleridge has procured him from the task 
of defending such lines as — 

ivelled Ur as Hull to see 

B lefl or other properly." 

Defend them indeed the ordinary reader probably vrould 
not, preferring even the abandonment of his theory to a 
task so humiliating. But the theory has bo much of truth 
and value in it that the critic who has redeemed it from 
the discredit of Wordsworth's misapplications of it is en- 
titled to the thanks of every friend of simplicity, who is 
at the same time an enemy of bathos. There is no longer 
any reason to treat the deadly commonplaces, amid which 
wo toil throDgh so many pages of the Excursion, as hav- 
ing any true theoretic affinity with its but too occasional 
majestic interludes. The smooth, square-cut blocks of 
prose which insult the natural beauty of poetic rock and 
honlder even in such a scene of naked moorland grandeur 
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as that of Resolution atid Independence are seen and shown 
to he the mere iutniders which we hare all felt them to 
be. To the Wordaworthian, anxious for a full justifica- 
tion of the faith that is in him, the whole body of Cole- 
ridge's criticism on his friend's poetry in the Biographia 
Literaria may bo confidently recommooded. The refu- 
tiition of what is untenable in Wordsworth's theory, the 
censure pronoanced upon certain characteristics of his 
practice, are made all the more impressive by the tone of 
cordial admiration which distingniahea every personal ref- 
erence to the poet himself, and by the unfailing discrim- 
ination with which the uritic singles out the peculiar beau- 
lies of his poetry. No finer selection of finely character- 
istic Wordswortbiaa passages could perhaps have been 
made than those which Coleridge has quoted in illnstra- 
tion of his criticisms in the eighteenth and two following 
chapters of the B'lographia Literaria. For the rest, how- 
ever, unless indeed one excepts the four chapters ou the 
Hartleian system and its relation to the Gterman school of 
philosophy, the boo^ is rather one to be dipped into for 
the peculiar pleasure which an hour in Coleridge's com- 
pany must always give to any active intelligence, than to 
be systematical ly studied with a view to perfecting one's 
conception of Coleridge's philosophical and critical genius 
considered in its totality. 

As to the two lay sermons, the less ambitions of them 
is decideiily the more successful. The advice to "the 
higher and middle classes" on the existing distresses and 
discontents contains at least an ingredient of the practi- 
cal ; its distinctively religions appeals are varied by sound 
political and economical arguments ; and the enumeration 
and exposure of the various artifices by which most ora- 
tors are accustomed to delude their hearers is as masterly 
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■B'OiiIy Coleridge could hnve made it. Who but he, for 
instance, could have thrown a piece of subtle observntion 
into a form in nhich reason and fancy unite bo liappily 
to impress it on the mind as in the following passf^^e: 
" The mere appeal to the auditors, whether the ai^oments 
are not such that none but an idiot or an hireling eould 
resist, is an efiective aubstituto for any argument at all. 
For mobs have no memories. They are in nearly the 
Bame state as that of au individual when he makes what 
is termed a bull. The paitiom, like a faxed metal, fill up 
Iheviideintertticet of thought and mpply Ike defective litda ; 
and thus incompatible ateertions are karmortUed by the ttn- 
aatitm without the »eme of connection.''' The other lay ser- 
mon, however, the Statesman's Manual, is less appropri- 
ately conceived. Its originating proposition, that the Bible 
is "the best guide to political skill and foroiigbt," . is un- 
doubtedly open to dispute, but might i no vartiiel ess be capa- 
ble of plausible defence upon h priori grounds. Coleridge, 
however, is not content with this method of procedure; as, 
indeed, with eo avowedly practical an object in view he 
scarcely could be, for a "manual" is essentially a work 
intended for the constant consultation of the artiflccr in 
the actual performance of his work, and ought at least to 
contain illustrations of the application of its general prin- 
ciples to particular cases. It is in underlBking to supply 
these Uiat the essential mysticism of Coleridge's counsels 
eomes to light. For instance: "I am deceived if you will 
not be compelled to admit that the. prophet Isaiah revealed 
the true philosophy of the French Kevolution more than 
two thousand years before it became a sad irrevocable 
truth of history. ' And thou saidst, I shall be a lady for 
ever, bo that thou didst not lay these things to thy htuirt 
neither didst rcnwmber the latter end of it Tlitn- 
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fore shall eyil come upon tbee ; thou shalt Dot know from 
whence it riseth, etc.' " And to this Jast-qaoted sentenoe 
Coleridge actually appends the following not« : " The 
reader will scarcely f^il to find in tiiis verse a remem- 
brancer of the sudden setting in of the froat before the 
usual time (in a country, too, where the commencement of 
its two seasons Ik in general scarcely less regalar than that 
of the wet and dry seasons between the tropics) which 
caused, and the desolation which accompanied, the flight 
from Moscow." One can make no other comment upon 
this than that if it really be wbdora which statesmen would 
do well to lay to heart, the late Dr. Gumming mtist have 
been the most profound instructor in statesmanship tbSit 
the world has ever seen. A prime minister of real life, 
however, could scarcely be seriously recommended to shape 
his policy upon a due consideration of the possible alle- 
goric meaning of a passage in laaiah, to say nothing of 
the obvious objection that this kind of appeal to Sories 
Bihliccs is dangerously liable to be tnrned against those 
■who recommend it. On the whole, one must say of this 
lay sermon that it jnstitiea tbe apprehension expressed by 
the author in its concluding pages. It does rather "resem- 
ble the overflow of an earnest mind than an orderly and 
premeditated," in the sense, at any rate, of a well-con- 
sidered " composition." 

In the month of January, 1818, Coieridge once more 
commenced the delivery of a coarse of lectures ia Lon- 
don. Tlie seope of this series — fourteen in number— was, 
as will be seen from the subjoined syllabus, an immensely 
comprehensive one, Tbe subject of the first was " tbo 
manners, morals, literature, philosophy, religion, and state 
of society in general in European Christendom, from the 
eighth to the fifteenth century ;" and of the second " the 
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taks and nictrica! romances coitimoD for the most part to 
England, Germany, and the north of France ; and English 
songa and ballads conliniied to the reign of Charles I." In 
the third the lecturer proposed to deal with tho poetry of 
Chaucer and Spenser, of Potrf.reh, and of Ariosto, Puici, 
and Boiardo. The fourth, fifth, and sixth were to be de- 
voted to the dramatic works of Shakespeare, and to com- 
prise the substance of Coleridge's former courses on the 
same subject, " enlarged and varied by subsequent study 
and reflection." In the seventh he was to treat of the 
other principal dramatists of the Elizabethan period, Bea 
Jonson, Massiuger, and Beaumont and Fletcher; in the 
eighth of the life and all the works of Cervantes; in the 
ninth of Rabelais, Swift, and Sterne, with a dissertation 
" on the nature and constituents of genuine humour, and 
on the distinctions of humorous from the witty, the fan- 
ciful, the droll, the odd, etc." Donne, Dante, and Milton 
formed the subject of the tenth ; the Arabian Nights' En- 
lertainmenlt, and the romantic use of the supernatural in 
poetry, that of the eleventh. The twelfth was to be on 
"tales of witches and apparitions, etc.," as distinguished 
from magic and magicians of Asiatic origin ; and the 
thirteenth, "on colour, sound, and form in nature, as con- 
nected with Poesy — the word ' Poesy ' being used as the 
generie or class term including poetry, music, painting, 
statuary, and ideal architecture as its species, the reciprocal 
relations of poetry and philosophy to each other, and of 
both to religion and the moral sense." In the fourteenth 
and final lecture Coleridge proposed to discuss " the cor- 
ruptions of the English language since the reign of 
Queen Anno, in our style of writing prose," and to for- 
mulate " a few easy rules for the attainment of a manly, 
language in our genuine mother 
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tongDc, whether for the purposes of writing, oratory, or 
converaation." 

Theae lectures, says Mr. Gillrasn, were from Coleridge's 
own account more profitable than any he had before given, 
though delivered in an unfavourable situatiou ; a lecture- 
room in Flower de Luce Court, which, however, being near 
the Temple, secured to him the benefit — if benefit it were 
— of a considerable number of law students among bis 
auditors. It was the first tiuia that his devoted guardian 
had ever heard him in public, and he reports the signifi- 
cant fact that though Coleridge lectured from notes, which 
he had carefully made, " it was obvious that Lis audience 
were more delighted when, putting his notes aside, he spoke 
extempore. . . ." He was brilliant, fluent, and rapid ; his 
words seemed to flow as from a person repeating with 
grace and energy some delightful poem. If he sometimes 
paused, it was not for the want of words, but that be was 
seeking their most appropriate or most logical arrangement. 

An incident, related with extreme, though in a great 
measure nnconscions, drollery by Mr. Gillman in connec- 
tion with a lecture delivered at this period is to my mind 
of more assistance than many of the accounts of hia "lay 
sermons" in private circles, in enabling us to comprebend 
one element of Coleridge's marvellous powers of discourse. 
Early one morning at Mr, GiUman's he received two letters 
—one to inform him that he was expected that same even- 
ing to deliver a lecture, at the rooms of the London Phil- 
osophical Society, to an audience of some four or five hun- 
dred persons ; the other containing a list of the previous 
lecturers and the lectures delivered by them during the 

irse of the season. At seven o'clock in the evening 
Coleridge and Mr. Gillman went up to town to make some 
inquiries respecting this unexpected application; but, on 
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arriving at the hoaae of the gentleman who had written 
tho letter, they were informed that be was not at home, 
but would return at eight o'clock — the hour fixed for the 
commencement of the lecture. They then proceeded to 
the Society's rooms, where in due time the audience as- 
sembled ; and the committee having at last entered and 
taken tbeir places on the aeata reserved for them, " Mr. 
President arose from the centre of the group, and, putting 
on a 'president's hat,' which so disfigured him that we 
could scarcely refrma from laughter, addressed the com- 
pany in these words : ' This evening Mr. Coleridge will de- 
liver a lecture on " the Growth of the Individual Mind." ' " 
Coleridge at first *' seemed startled," as well he might, and 
turning round to Mr, Gillman whispered : " A pretty stiff 
subject they have chosen for me." However, he instantly 
mounted his standing-place and began without hesitation, 
previoosly requesting his friend to observe the effect of 
his lecture on the audience. It was agreed that, should 
he appear to fai!, Gillman was to " clasp his ancle ; but 
that he was to continue for an hour if the countenances 
of his auditors indic:ited satisfaction." Coleridge then 
began his address in these words: "The lecture I am 
about to give this evening is purely extempore. Should 
you find a nominative case looking out for a verb, or a 
fatherless verb for a nominative case, you must excuse it. 
It is purely estempore, though I have read and thought 
much on the subject." At this the company smiled, wiiich 
seemed to inspire the lecturer with confideoce. He pluuged 
at once into his lecture — and most brilliant, eloquent, and 
logically consecutive it was. The time moved on so swiftly 
that Mr. Gtilman found, on looking at his watch, that an 
hour and a half had passed away, and, therefore, he con- 
tinuea " waiting only a desirable moment — to use his owd 
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jriayfnl words — I prepared myself to panctuate bis oration. 
Aa previously t^eed, I pressed his ancle, and tbns gave 
him the hint he had reqaested ; when, bowing gracioosly, 
and with a benevolent and smiling countenance, be present- 
ly descended. The lecture was quite new to me, and I be- 
lieve qnite new to himself so far aa the arrangement of hi* 
words was concerned. The floating thoughts were beanti- 
fully arranged, and delivered on the spur of tbe moment. 
What accident gave rise to the singular reqnest that he 
should deliver this lecture impromptu, I never learnt; nor 
did it signify, as it aSorded a hsppy opportunity to many 
of witnessing in part the extent of his reading and tb« 
extraordinary strength of his powers." 

It is tantalising to think that no record of this remark- 
able performance remains ; but, indeed, the same may to 
some extent be said, and in various degrees, of nearly all 
the lectures which Coleridge ever delivered. With the 
exception of seven out of tbe fifteen of 1811, which wera 
published in 1856 by Mr. Payne Collier from short-hand 
notes taken at the time, Coleridge's lectures scarcely exist 
for U9 otherwise than in tbe form of rough preparatory 
notes. A few longer pieces, such as the admirable ob- 
servations in tbe second volume of tbe Lit^ary Rema%n», 
on poetry, on the Greek drama, and on tbe progress of 
the dramatic art in England, are, with the exception above 
noticed, almost the only general disquisitions on theae snb- 
jects which appear to have reached us in a complete state. 
Of the remaining contents of the volume, including tbe 
detailed criticiama — now textual, now analytic — of the 
various plays of Shakespeare, a considerable portion is 
frankly fragmentary, pretending, indeed, to no other char- 
acter than that of mere marginalia. This, however, doea 
not destroy — I bad almost said it does not even impair — 
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tlieir valae. It does but render them all the more topical 
productions of a writer whose greatest serviccB to mankind 
in almost ever; department of human thought and knowl- 
edge with wliich be concerned himself were much the most 
often performed in the least methodical way. In read- 
ing through these incomparable notes on Shakespeare we 
Boon cease to lament, or even to remember, their uncoo' 
nected form and often somewhat desultory appearance ; 
if, indeed, we do not see reason to congratulate oarselveB 
that the annotator, unfettered by the restraints which 
the composition of a systematic treatise would have im- 
posed upon Lien, is free, to range with ns at will over 
many a flower-strewn field, for which otherwise he could 
not perhaps have afforded to quit tlie main road of his 
■nbjecL And this liberty is the more welcome, because 
Coleridge, primus inter pares as a critic of any order of 
literatnre, ia in the domain of Shakespearian commentary 
absolute king. The principles of analysis which he was 
charged with having borrowed without acknowledgment 
from Schlegel, with whose Shakespearian theories he was 
at the time entirely unacquainted, were in fact of bis own 
excogitation. He owed nothing in this matter to any 
individual German, nor had he anything in common with 
German Shakespearian ism except its profoundly philoso- 
phising spirit, which, moreover, was in hia case directed 
and restrained by other qualities, too often wanting In 
critics of that industrious race ; for he possessed a sense 
of the ridiculous, a feeling for the poetic, a tact, a taste, 
and a judgment, which would have saved many a worthy 
but heavy-handed Teutonic professor, who should have 
been lucky enough to own these gifts, from exposing 
himself and his science to the satire of the light-minded. 
Very rarely, indeed, do we find Coleridge indulging plot 
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tBquo hiB passion for psychological analysis. Deeply as 
his criticism penetrHtes, it ia yet loyally recognitive of the 
opacity of mile-stontis. Far as he sees into his subject, we 
never find him fancying that he sees beyond the point at 
which the faculty of human vision ia exhauated. Hia 
conception of the more complex of Shakespeare's per- 
sonages, his theory of their characters, his reading of their 
motives, is often subtle, but always sane ; his interprets' 
tion of the master's own dealings with them, and of the 
language which he pats into their mouths, ia often high- 
ly imaginative, but it is rarely fanciful. Take, as an illas- 
tratioD of the first -mentioned merit, the following acute 
but eminently sensible estimate of the character of Po- 
louius : 

" He ii the personified memory of wisdom no longer actually pos- 
UB^ed. Thii admirable character ia always mil represented on tbe 
etage. Shakspeore uarer intended to eihibit bim as a buffoon ; for 
attbougii it was natural that Hamlet — a young man of fire and genius, 
detesting formality and disliking Folonius on political grounds, as 
imagining that he had assisted hia uncle in his usurpation — should 
eiprese himself satirically, yet this must not be taken exactly as the 
poet's conception of him. In Folonius a certain induration of char- 
acter had arisen from long habits of business ; but take bis advice 
to Laertes, and Ophelia's reverence for his memory, aud ne shall see 
that he was nieant to be represented as a statesman somewhat past 
his faculties — his recollecdons of life all full of wisdom, aud show- 
itig a knowledge of human nature, while what immediately takes 
place before bim and escapes from Mm is indicative of weakness." 

Or this comment on the somewhat faint individualisation 
of tbe figure of Lear ; 

"In Lear old age ia itself a character— □aturol imperfections be- 
ing iocreaaed by life-long habita of receiving a prompt obtuiipnce. 
Any addition of individualisation would have been unaecessary and 
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^Binfal ; for llie rriuioo of otlien to faiin, of vondraiiB fiddi^ and 
of fii^tfal iogratitiuip. tltaie Kuffieientlj disliDgabb him. TbtU 
Leai becomes ibe open and ample pLartoom of tulurc'd pasaiofu." 

Or lastly, Id UlostnitioD of my second point, let ns take 
this note on the remark of tbe knight thai "since my 
yoDng lady's going into Prance the fool bath much pitied 
away :" 

" Tbe fool ii no comic balTaoa lo m&ke the grouniiliiigB Iiugb — 
no forced MmdescetuioD of Shakspelre's geoiua lo the lasle of hla 
aadience. AcDordiogly the puet prepares db for the introdoctioo, 
which be nerer does with &□; of his coinmon clovns ■.nd fools, by 
bringing him into living coDnecUon vilh the l»tbo9 of the pis}. Ha 
ii as vooderfal a creLlion as Caliban — his wild babblinga and ia- 
ipired idiocy articulala and gauge the hornira of the sceoe." 

The subject is a tempting one to linger over, did not 
imperative exigencies of Kpace compel me to pass on from 
it. There is much — very much. — more critical matter in 
tbe Literary lUmaim of which it is hard lo forbear quo- 
tation ; and I may mention in pnrticukr the profoondly 
BQggestive remarks on the nature of the bumorons, with 
their accompanying analysis of tbe genius and artistic 
method of Sterne. But it is, as has been said, in Shake- 
spearian criticism that Coleridge's unique mastery of all 
tbe tools of the critic is most conspicuous, and it is in tbe 
brilliant, if unmeChodised, pages which I have been dis- 
cussing that we may tiiost readily find consolation for tbe 
too early silencing of his muse. For these consummate 
criticisms are essentially and above all the criticisms of a 
poet. They are such as could not have been achieved by 
any mnn not originally endowed with that divine gift 
wbicb was fated in this instance to expend itself witbin 
so few years. Nothing, indeed, could more strikingly 
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illastrate the commaading advaotage poBsessed by a poet/ 
interpreting a poet than is to be found in Coleridga'aj 
occasional sarcastic comments on the banalilii of oar iia'| 
tional poet's most prosaic conuBentator, Warburton — thej 
" thought-B warming btit idealesa Warburton," as he once 
felicitously styles bira. The one man seems to read bis 
antbor'a text under the clear, difiuaed, unwavering radi- 
ance emitted from bis own poetic imagination ; while the 
criticism of the other resembles a perpetual scratching of 
damp matches, vrhicb flash a momentary light into oae 
corner of the dark passage, and then go out. 
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For the years which now reniaineil to Coleridge, Bome aii- 
teen in number, dating from his last appearance aa a pub- 
lic lecturer, his life would seem to ha?e been attended with 
something, at least, of that aort of happiness which is en- 
joyed by the nation of uneventful annals. There is little 
to be told of him in the way of literary performance; lit- 
tle record remains, unfortunately, of the discursively didac- 
tic talk in which, during these yeara, his intellectual activ- 
ity fonnd its busiest exercise ; of incident, in the ordinary 
sense of the word, there is almost none. An account of 
these closing days of his life must resolve itself almost 
wholly into a "history of opinion" — an attempt to reani- 
mate for ourselves that life of perpetual meditation wbich 
Coleridge lived, and to trace, so far as the scanty evidence 
of his utterances enables us to do so, the general tenor of 
his daily thoughts. From one point of view, of course, 
this task would be extremely difficult, if not impossible ; 
from another comparatively easy. It is easy, that is to say, 
to investigate Coleridge's speculations, so far aa their sub- 
ject is concerned, whatever difficulties their obscurity and 
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subtlety raaj present to the inquirer; for, as a matter of 
fact, their subject is remarliably uniform. Attempts to di- 
vide the literary life of a writer into eras are more often 
arbitrary and fanciful than not; but tlie pccnliar circum- 
Btancee of Coleridge's career did in fact effect the division 
for themselves. His life until the age of twenty-sii: may 
fairly be described aa in its " poetic period." It was dur- 
ing these years, and indeed during the last two or tiiree of 
them, that he produced all the poetry by which he will be 
remembered, while he produced little else of mark or mem- 
orability. The twenty years which follow from 1798 to 
1818 may with equal accuracy be styled the "critical pe- 
riod." It was during these years that he did his best work 
as a journalist, and all his work as a public lecturer on 
aesthetics. It was during them that he said his say, and 
even his final say, so far as any public modes of expressioik 
were concerned, on politics and on art. From 1818 to his 
death bis life was devoted entirely to metaphysics and the- 
ology, and with such close and constant reference to the 
latter subject, to which indeed his metaphysics had through- 
out his life been ancillary, that it deserves to give the name 
of the " theological period " to these closing years. 

Their lack of incident, however, is not entirely as favour- 
able a circumstance as that uneventfulness of national an- 
nals to which I have compared it; for, though "no news 
may be good news" in the case of a nation's history, it is 
by no means as certainly so in the case of a man's biogra- 
phy, and, least of alt, when the subject is a man whose in- 
ward life of thought and feeling so completely overshad- 
owed his outward life of action throughout his whole ca- 
reer. There is indeed evidence, slight in amount, but con- 
clusive in character — plain and painful evidence enouu'h to 
show that at least the first four or five years of the periud 
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we Iiave mentioned were not altogether years of r 

tion and calm; that they were embittered by recurring 

agonies of self -rep roach, by 

"Sense of put joatb, and nmobDod come in vain, 
A^i genius given, imd knowledge won in Tain ;" 

and by the desolating thought that all which had been 
" culled in wood-walks wild," and " all which patient toil 
had reared," were to be 

— " but flowera 
Strewn on the corse, and borne upon the bier. 
In the same coffin, for the flelE-aajne grave 1" 

Here and there in the correspondence with Thomas All- 
sop we obtain a glimpse into that vast half-darkened arena 
in which this captive spirit self -condemned to the lions 
was struggling its last. To one strange and hitherto un- 
explained letter I have already referred. It vaa written 
from Bamsgate in the autumn of 1832, evidently under 
circumstances of deep depression. But there is a letter 
nearly two years earlier in date addressed to the same cor- 
respondent which contains by far the fullest account of 
Coleridge's then condition of mind, the state of his liter- 
ary engagements and his literary projects, his completed 
and uncompleted work. As usual willi him it is stress of 
money matters that prompts him to write, and be prefaces 
his request for assistance with the following portentous 
catalogue of realised or contemplated schemes. " Contem- 
plated," indeed, is too modest a word, according to his own 
account, to be applied to any one item in the formidable 
list. Of all of them, he has, be tella Allaop, " already the 
vrrilten materials and contents, requiring only to be put to- 
gether from the loose papers and commonplace in memo- 
randum books, and needing no other change, whether of 
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omission, addition, or correction, tban tbe mere act of sf- 
ranging, and the opportunity of seeing the whole collec- 
tively, bring with them of course." Heads 1. and II. of 
the list cofuprise those criticisms on Shakespeare and the 
other principal Elizabethan dramatists ; on Dante, Spenser, 
Milton, Cervantea, Calderon ; on Chaucer, Ariosto, Donne, 
Rabelais, etc., which formed the stiipic of the course of 
lectures delivered in 1818, and which were published after 
his death in the first two of the fonr Tolnmes of Literary 
Renmitu brought out under the editorship of Mr. II. N. 
Coleridge. Reserving No. III. for a moment we find No. 
IV. to consist of " betters on the Old and New Testament, 
and on the Doctrines and Principles held in common by 
the Fathers and Founders of the Reformation, addressed 
to a Candidate for Iliily Orders, including advice on the 
plan and. subjects of preaching proper to a minister of 
the Estdblislied Chnrcli." The letters never apparently 
saw the light of publicity, at any rate, in the epistolary 
fonn, ■either during the author's lifetime or after bis 
death; and with regard to II. and III., which did obtain 
posthaiBons publication, the following caution should be 
borne in mind by the reader. " To the completion," says 
Coleridge, " of those four works I have literally nothing 
more to do than to transcribe ; but, as I before hinted, 
from 3D many scraps and Sibylline leaves, including 
mai^pns of blank pages, that unfortunately I must be my 
own scribe, and, not done by myself, they will be ali but 
lost," Aa matters turned out he was not his own scribe, 
and the difficulty which Mr. Nelson Coleridge experienced 
in piecing together the fragmentary materials at his dispos- 
al is feelingly described by him in his preface to the fii-st 
edition. lie added that the contents of these volumes 
were drawn from a portion only of the MSS. entrusted to 
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bim, sDiJ that tlie remmndcr of the collection, wlncb, Uador 
farourabic circu instances, be bopcd migbt hereafter see the 
light, " was at least of equal value" with what be was then 
presenting to the reader. This hope was never realised ; 
and it must bo remembered, therefore, that the published 
record of Coleridge's achievements as a critic is, as has al- 
ready been pointed ont, extremely imperfect.' That it ia 
not even more disappotntiogly so than it is, may well entitle 
his nephew and editor to the gratitude of posterity ; but 
vhere much has been done, there yet remains much to do 
ere Coleridge's consummate analyses of poetic and dramatic 
works can be presented to the reader in other than their 
preseot shape of a series of detached brilliaQcies. The 
pearls are there, but the string is wanting. Whether it 
will be ever supplied, or whether it is possible now to 
supply it, one cannot say. 

The third of Coleridge's virtnally completed works — 
tUere is much virtue in a " virtually '* — was a " History of 
Philosophy considered as a Tendency of the Human Mind 
to exhibit the Powers of the Human Heason, to discover 
by its own strength the Origin and Laws of Man and the 
World, from Pythagoras to Locke and Condillac," This 
production, however, considerable as it is, was probably 
merely ancillary to what he calls "My Great Work, to 
the preparation of which more than twenty years of my 
life have been devoted, and on which my hopes of exten- 
sive and permanent utility, of fame tu the noblest sense of 
the word, mainly rest," To tins work he goes on to say : 



' Hov imperfect, a, nomparisan between estimated and ujIubI bulk 
will show. No. I. was, according to Coleridge's reckoning, to form 
tliree volumes of 600 pngea each. In tlie lAUrary Remaiiu it fiUl 
less than half of four volumes of little more than 400 pagea eack. 
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" All n; other nridDg9, unless I except m; Poems {and tbeae I can 
exclude in part onlj), are introdiiotorj and preparative, while its re- 
sult, If the premises be as I with ttic most tranquil aBstirance am 
iviiiccd the; are — incontrovertible, the deductions legitimate, and 
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[must be], tu effect a rerolutioa in ali tbat bas been called Fhiloso- 
phj and Metaphysics in England and France since the era of tom- 
meocing predominance of the mechanical system at the RestoratioD 
of onr Second Charles, and with [in] the present fashionable views 
not only of religion, morals, and giolitics, but even of the modem 
pfaTsicB and phjeiology." 

TLis, it must be nllowed, is a sufficiently " large order," 
being apparently indeed nothing less than an undertaking 
to demolish the system of Locke and his saccessora, and to 
erect Gerrotin Transcendentalism on the rains. With any- 
thing less than this, however— with any leas noble object 
or ieaa faith in their attainments — Coleridge could not, he 
declarer, have stood acquitted of folly and abuse of tirao, 
talent, and learning, on a labour of three-fourths of his 
intellectual life. Somewhat more than a volume of thia 
tnafftiiim opus bad been dictated by him to hia "friend 
and enlightened pupil, Mr. Oreen, so as to exist fit for the 
press;" and more than as much again bad been done, bat 
he had been compelled to break oS the weekly meetings 
with his pnpil from the necessity of writing on snbjects of 
the passing day. Then comes a reference, the last we meet 
with, to the real " great work," as the nnphilosophic world 
has always considered and will always conaidcr it. On 
this subject he says: 

"Of mj poetic works I would fain finisb the Ckridobd. Alas I 
for the prottd time when I planned, when I had present to my mind 
the materials as well as llie scheme of the Hymns entitled Spirit, 
8u!i, Earth, Air, Water, Fire, and Man ; and the Epic Poem on what 
appears to me the only fit subject remaining for an Epic Poem— ■ 
Jei'uatilt'm beBieged and destroyed by TiLiis." 
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And then tbere follows this most patlietic pasange, neces- 
sary, in Bpito of its length, to be transcribed entire, both on 
account of the value of its biographic details — its informa- 
tion on the subject of the naeless worldly affaire, etc. — and 
because of the singularly penetrating light which it tlirowa 
upon the mental and moral nature of the man ; 

" I httTe only by fits anil atarta ever prayed — I Imve not prerailed 
upon myself (o pray tu God in sinoerlty and cutlreueas fur the forti- 
tude Ibst might enable me U) resign myself to the abandonment of 
&U my life's best bopea, to say boldly to myself, 'Gifted nith powers 
confessedly above mediocrity, aided by an education of which no lees 
from almost unexampled bai'dships and siLfTetingB than from louN- 
fold and peculiar adrnntiges I bavi^ never yet found s panlld, I 
have devoted myself to a life of uuiuturmitled reading, tbiabing, I 
meditating, and observing ; 1 have not only saeriliced all worldly pros- i 
peels of wealth and advaocemeut, but have iu mj inmost soul stood 
aloof from temporary reputation. In conacquence of tbese tmts and 
this self-dedication I possess a calm and clear consciousnesB thai in 
many and most important departments of truth and beauty I have 
outstrode my contemporaries, those at least of highest name, that the 
number of my printed worka bear witoeaa that I have not been idl^ 
and the seldom acknowledged bnt strictly protitable eflecu of my 
labours appropriated to tbe welfare of my age in the Morning Pott 
before the peace of Amiens, in tbe Couria- afterwards, and in the 
serious and various sabjects of my lectares . . . (add to which the 
unlimited freedom of ray communications to colloquial life) may 
surely be allowed as evidence that I have not been uselesa to m; 
generation. But, from circumstances, tbe main portion of my har- 
vest is still on the ground, ripe indeed aod only waiting, a few for the 
sickle, but a large part only for the theaving and carting and housing 
— bii' from all this I must turn away and let them rot as they lie, 
and be as though they never bad been ; for I must go and gather 
blackberries and eartb-nuts, or pick mnehrooms and gild oak-applea 
for the palate and fancies of chance customers. I must abrogate tlie 
name of pblloeopher and poet, and scribble as fast as I can and with 
as little thought as I can for BUKhuxioda Maganne, or as I have been 
employed for the last days in writing MS. sermons for hizy clergy. 



».l 



RENEWAL OF MONEY TROUBLES. 



Ifi7 



men irlin stlpuklc tliat the oompoaitioD must bo more than respecta- 
ble.' . . . This" [i.e., to say thie to mjself] "I hare not yet hud 
courage to do. Mj soul sickens and my heart aiziks, and Chua oacil- 
ladng between both" [forms oC acimty — the production of perm*- 
ucnt and of epliemeral nork] "1 do nether — neither as it ougtit tu 
be done to any profitable end." 
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And his proposal for extricating himself from this dis- 
tressing position is tiiat " those who think reapentf ul!y and 
hope highly of my power and attainments should guaran- 
tee me a yearly sum for three or four years, adequate to my 
actual support, with such comforts and decencies of ap- 
pearance as my health and habit have made necessaries, 
so that my mind may be nnanxious as far as the prexent 
time is coneeriied." Thus provided for he would under- 
take to devote two-thirds of his time to some ooe work 
of those above mentioned — that is to say, of tlie first four 
— and confine it exclusively to it till finished, while the 
remaining third of bis time he would go on maturing and 
completing his "great work," and "(for, if but easy in 
my mind, I have no doubt either of the reawakening 
power or of the kindling inclination) my Ckristabel, and 
what else the happier hour may inspire." Mr. Green, he 
goes on to say, had promised to contribute £30 to £40 
yearly, another pupil, " the son of one of my dearest old 
friends, £60," and £10 or £20 could, be thought, be re- 
lied on from another. The whole amonnt of the retjuired 
annuity would be about £300, to bo repaid, of course, 
should disposal or sale of his works produce, or as far as 
they sbonld produce, the means. But " am I entitled," 
he asbs uneasily, " have I a right to do this ? Can I do it 
without moral d^radation ? And lastly, can it be done 



without loss of character ii 

ind of my friends' acquaintances?" 
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I cannot talce apon myself to answer tbese painful quea- 
tions. The reply to be given to tliem must depend upon 
the jadgment which each individual student of this re- 
markable but unhappy career may pass upon it as a whole ; 
anJ, while it would be too much to expect that that judg' 
ment should be entirely favourable, one may at least be- 
lieve that a fair allowance for those inveterate weaknewM 
of physical constitution which so largely aggravated, if 
they did not wholly generate, the fatal infirmitiea of Cole- 
ridge's moral Datnre, must materially mitigate the harefa- 
ncss of its terms. 

The story of Coleridge's closing years is soon told. It 
is mainly a record of days spent in meditation and dis- 
course, in which character it will be treated of more fully 
in a subsequent chapter. His literary productions during 
the last fourteen years of his !ife were few in number, and 
but one of them of any great importance. In 1631 he 
had offered himself as an occasional contributor to Black- 
wood's Magazine, hut a series of papers promised by him 
to that periodical veere uncompleted, and his only two 
contributions, in October, 1821, and January, 1823, are of 
no particnlar note. In May, 1825, he read a paper on the 
Prometheus of jEschylus before the Royal Society of Liter- 
ature; baf'the series of disquisitions respecting the Egyp- 
tian in connection with the sacerdotal theology and in con- 
trast with the mysteries of ancient Greece," to which thia 
essay had been announced as preparatory, never made their 
appearance. In the same year, however, he published one 
of the best known of his prose worlds, his Aids to Sejleciion. 

Of the success of this latest of Coleridge's more impor- 
tant contributions to literature there can be no doubt. 
New editions of it seem to have been demanded at regular 
intervals for some twenty years after its first production, 
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and it appears to have liad dnring the same period a rela- 
tively equal reissue iu tlie United States. The Rev. Dr. 
James Marsh, au American divine of some ability and 
repntation, composed a preliminary essay (now prefixed to 
the fifth English edition), in which he elaborately set fortli 
the peculiar merits of the work, and undertook to initiate 
the reader in the fittest and most profitable method of 
milking use of it. In these remarks the reverend essayist 
insists more strongly on the Hpiritnally edifying quality of 
the Aids than on their literary merits, and, for my own 
part, I must certainly consider bim right in doing so. Aa 
a religious manual it is easy to undei'stand how ibis vol- 
ujne of Coleridge's should have obtained many and earoest 
rtindors. What religious manual, which shows traces of 
Bpiritoal insight, or even merely of pious yearnings after 
higher and holier than earthly tbinga, has ever failed to 
win such readers among the weary and heavy-laden of the 
world ! And that Coleridge, a writer of the most pene- 
trating glance into divine mysteries, and writing always 
from a soul all tremulous, as it wore, with religious sensi- 
bility, should have obtained sncb readers in abundance is 
not surprising. But to a critic and literary biographer I 
citnnot think that his success in this respect has much to 
say. For my own part, at any rate, I find considerable 
difficulty in tracing it to any distinctively literary origin. 
There seems to me to be less charm of thought, less bcao' 
ty of style, less even of Coleridge's seldom-failing force 
of effective statement, in the Aids to Refleetion than in 
almost any of bis writings. Even the volume of some 
dozen short chapters on the Constitution of the Oiurch 
and State, published in 1 830, as an " aid towards a right 
judgment in the late Catholic Relief Bill," appears to me 
to jiuld a more characteristic flavour of the author's style, 
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and to exbibit far more of his diatinotion of literary work- I 
mansbip, than the earlier and more celebrated nort. 

Among the scqiiaintances made by Coleridge after his 5 
retirement to Mr. Gillinan's was one destined to be of 1 
some importance to the history of his philosophical work. I 
It was that of a gentleman whose name lias already been ■] 
mentioned in this chapter, Mr. Joseph Henry Oreen, after- i 
wards a distinguished snrgeon and Fellow of the Boyol 1 
Society, who in his early years had developed a strong J 
taste for metaphysical apecQlatioo, going even bo fai 
to devote one of his hard-earned periods of professional ] 
holiday to a visit to Germany for the sake of studying' j 
phiiosopby in that home of abstract thooght. To him 
Coleridge was introduced by his old Roman acquaintance, 
Ludwig Tieck, on one of the latter's visits to England, and ' 
be became, as the extract above quoted from Coleridge'a 
correspondence shows, his enthusiastic disciple and inde- 
fatigable fellow-worker. Id the pursuit of their common 
studies, and in those weekly reunions of admiiing friends 
which Coleridge, while his health permitted it, was in the 
Labit of holding, we may believe that a considerable por- 
tion of these closing years of his Ufe was passed under 
happier conditions than be had been long accustomed to. 
It is pleasant to read of him among his birds and flowers, 
and surrounded by the ever-watchful tendance of the af- 
fectionate Gillmana, tranquil in mind at any rate, if not 
at ease from his bodily ailments, and enjoying, as far as 
enjoyment was possible to him, the peaceful close of a 
Btormy and unsettled day. For the years 1825-30, more- 
over, bis pecuniary circumstances were improved to the ex- 
tent of £105 per annum, obtained for him at the instance 
of the Royal Society of Literature, and held by him till' 
the death of George IV. 
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Two incidents of liis later years are, however, worthy 
of more special mention — a toar Up the Rhine, which 
hR took in 1889, in company with "Wordsworth and his 
daughter, and, some yoare earlier, a meeting with John 
Keats. " A loose, slack, not well dressed yoQlb," it js 
recorded in the Tahh Talk, published after his death by 

his Tiephew, "met Mr. " [it was Mr. Grcon, of whom 

more bereafter] " and myself in a lane nea 
Green knew him and spoke. It was Keats, 
troduced to me, and stayed a minute or so 
had left ua a tittle way, he came back and said, ' Let me 
carry away the memory, Coleridge, of having pressed your 
band.' ' There is death in that band,' I said to Grreen, 
when Keats was gone ; yet this was, I believe, before the 
consumption showed itself distinctly." 

His own health, however, had been steadily declining in 
these latter years, and the German tour with the Words- 
worths must, I should imagine, have been the last expedi- 
tion involving any considerable exercise of the physical 
powers which he was able to take. Within a year or so 
afterwards his condition seems to have grown sensibly 
worse, In November, 1831, he writes that for eighteen 
months past his life had been " one chain of severe sick- 
nesses, brief and imperfect convalescences, and capricious 
relapses." Henceforth he was almost entirely confined to 
tbe sick-room. His faculties, however, still remained clear 
and unclouded. The entries in the Table Talk do not 
materially diminish in frequency. Their tone of colloquy 
undergoes no perceptible variation ; they continue to be aa 
stimulating and delightful reading aa over. Not till 11th 
July, 1834, do we find any change; but here at last we 
meet the shadow, deemed longer than it was in reality, of 
the approaching end. " I am dying," said Coleridge, " hut 
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without expectation of a speedy release. Is it not strange 
tbat, very recently, by-gone images and scenes of early life 
Lave stolen into my mind like breezes blown from the 
apioe-islands of Youth and Hope — those twin realities of 
the phantom world ! I do not add Love, for what ii 
bat Youth and Uope embracing, and, ac 
Hooker wished to live to finish his Eeelesiastital Polity — 
eo I own I wish life and strength had been spared to me 
to complete my Ph'iloaaphy. For, as God hears me, the 
originating, continuing, and sustaining wish and design in 
my heart were to exalt the glory of His name ; and, which is 
the same thing in other words, to promote the improvement 
of maiikind. But viaum aliter Deo, and His will be done." 
Tiie end was nearer than he thought. It was on the 
11th of July, as has been said, that he uttered these last 
words of gentle and pious resignation. On that day fort- 
night he died. Midway, however, in this intervening pe- 
riod, he knew that the " speedy release" which he had not 
ventured to expect was close at hand. The deatb, when it 
came, was in some sort emblematic of the life. Sufferings 
severe and constant, till within tbirty-six hours of the end: 
at the last peace. On the 25th of July, 1834, this sorely- 
tried, long-labouring, fate-marred and self-marred life 
passed tranquilly aWay. The pitiful words of Kent over 
his dead master rise irrepressibly to the lips — 

"0 let liim pass; be hal«a bim 
Who would upon the rack of this lougb world 
Stretch him out longer." 
There might have heen something to be said, though not 
by Kent, of the weaknesses of Lear himself; but at sach 
a moment compassion both for the king and for the poet 
may well impose silence upon censure. 
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Iir spite of all tbe straggles, the resoliitions, and tho Git- 
trcaties which displayed themaelTes so dlatressingly in the 
letter to Mr, Allsop, quoted Id the last chapter, it is doubt- 
ful whether Coleridge's "great work" made moch addi- 
tional progress during the last dozen years of his life. The 
weekly meeting with Mr. Green seems, according to the 
latter's biographer, to have been resumed. Mr. Simon 
tells us that he continued year after year to sit at the feet 
of his Gamaliel, getting more and more insight into liis 
opinions, until, in 1834, two events occurred which deter- 
mined the remaining course of Mr. Green's life. One of 
these events, it is needless to say, was Coleridge's death; 
the other was the death of his disciple's father, with the 
result of leaving Mr. Green possessed of such ample meana 
as to render him independent of his profession. The lan- 
guage of Coleridge's will, together, no doubt, with verbnl 
communications which had passed, imposed on Mr. Green 
what be accepted as an obligation to devote so far as nec- 
essary tbe whole remaining strength and earnestness of his 
life to the one task of systematJsing, developing, and es- 
tablishing the doctrines of the Coleridgian philosophy. 
Accordingly, in 1836, two years after bis master's death, 
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be retired from medical practice, and thenceforward, aotil 
bis own death, nearly thirty years afterwards, be applied 
bimself unceasingly to wLat was in a twofold sense a 
laboor of love. 

We are not, it seems from bis biographer's account, to 
anppoae that Mr. Green's task was in any material degree 
lightened for him by his prerions collaboration with Cole~ 
ridge. The latter had, as we have seen, declared in his 
letter to Allsop tliat "more than a volome" of the great 
work had been dictated by him to Mr. Green, ao as to ex- 
ist in a condition &t for the press ; but this, according to 
Mr, Simon, was not the case, and the probability is, tbere- 
fore, that " more than a volume " meant written material 
equal in amount to more than a volume — of course, an 
entirely different thing. Mr. Simon, at any rate, assures 
□e that no available written material existed for setting 
comprehenBi?ely before the public, in Coleridge's own lan- 
guage, and in an argued form, tbe philosophical system 
with which he wished his name to be identified. Instead 
of it there were fri^ments — for the most part mutoally 
inadaptable fragment'^, and beginnings, and studies of spe- 
cial subjects, and numberless notes on the margins and fly- 
leaves of books. 

With this equipment, snch as it was, Mr. Green set to 
work to methodise the Coleridgian doctrines, and to con- 
struct from them nothing less than such a system of phi- 
losophy as should "virtually include the law and expla- 
nation of all being, conscious and unconscious, and of all 
correlativity and duty, and be applicable directly or by de- 
duction to whatsoever the human mind can contemplate 
— Hcnsuous or supersensnona — of experience, purpose, or 
imagination." Born under post- diiuvian conditions, Mr. 
Green was of course unable to accomplish his self-proposed 
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enterprise, but he Eoust be aHoncd to Lave attacked his 
task with remarkable energy. " Tbcology, ethicH, politics 
and political history, ethnology, language, sestbetica, psy- 
chology, physics, and the allied sciences, biology, logic, 
mathematice, pathology, all these subjects," declares his 
biographer, " were thoughtfully studied by him, in at least 
their basial principles and metaphysics, and most were elab- 
orately written of, as though for the dirisions of some vast 
cycloptedic work." At an early period of his labours he 
thought it convenient to increase his knowledge of Greek ; 
he begun to study Hebrew when more than sixty years old, 
and still later in life he took up Sanscrit It was not un- 
til he was approaching his seventieth year and found his 
health beginning to fail him that Mr. Green seems to have 
felt that his design, in its more ambitious scope, must be 
abandoned, and that, in the impossibility of applying the 
Coleridgian system of philosophy to all human knowledge, 
it was bis imperative duty under his literary trust to work 
oat that particular application of it which its author had 
most at heart. Already, in an unpublisbed work which he 
had made it the first care of his trusteeship to compose, be 
had, though but roughly and imperfectly, as he considered, 
exhibited the relation of bis master's doctrines to revealed 
religion, and it had now become time to supersede this un- 
published compendium, the Religio Laid, as he had styled 
it, by a fuller elaboration of the great Coleridgian position 
that " Christianity, rightly understood, is identical with the 
highest philosophy, and tLat, apart from all question of 
historical evidence, the essential doctrines of Christianity 
are necessary and eternal truths of reason — truths which 
man, by the vouchsafed light of Nature and without aid 
from documents or tradition, may always and anywhero 
discover for himself." To this work accordingly Mr. Green 
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devoted the few remaining years of hia life, and, dying in 
1863 at the age of seventy-two, left behind him in MS . 
the work entitled Spiritual Philosophy : founded on the 
teaching of the late Samuel Taylor Coleridge, which was 
published two years later, together with the memoir of the 
author, from which I have quoted, by Mr. John Simon. It 
consists of two volumes, the first of which is devoted to 
the exposition of the general principles of Coleridge's phi- 
losophy, while the second is entirely theological, and alma 
at indicating, on principles for which the first, volume has 
contended, the essential doctrines of Christianity. 

The earlier chapters of this volume Mr. Green devotes to 
an exposition (if Indeed the word can be applied to what 
b really a catalogue of the results of a transcendental in- 
tuition) of the esseatial diSorence between the reason and 
the understanding — a distinction which Coleridge has him- 
self elsewhere described as pre-eminently the gradiM ad 
philosophiam, and might well have called itspoTis annot^m. 
In the second part of his first volume Mr. Green applies 
himself to the establishment of a position which, fundai- 
mental as it must be accounted in all philosophical speca- 
lations of this school, is absolutely vital to the theology 
which Coleridge sought to erect upon a metaphysical ba- 
sis. This position is that the human will is to be regarded 
as the one ultimate fact of self-consciousness. So long as 
man confines himself to the contemplation of hia pereipl- 
eut and reflective self alone — so long as he attends only to - ' 
those modes of consciousness which are produced in him 
by the impressions of the senses and the operations of 
thought, he can never hope to escape from the famous re- 
ductio ad inseibile of Hume. He can never affirm anything 
more than the existence of those modes of consciousness, 
or aseert, at least as a direct deliverance of Intaition, that 
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his conaciona self is anytbiug apart horn the perceptions 
and concepts to which he is attcndiog. Bat when he turns 
from bis perceiving and thinking to his willing self he be- 
comes for the first time awate of something deeper than 
the mere objective preaentationa of conseiouaness ; he ob- 
tains a dicoct intnition of an originant, causative, and in- 
dependent self -existence. He will have attained in short 
to tbe knowledge of a noumenon, and of the only knowa- 
ble nonmenon. Tbe barrier, elsewhere insuperable between 
the subject and object, is broken down ; that which kimws 
becomes identified with that wbich i«; and in the con- 
sciousness of will the coQsciousneas also of a self, as some- 
thing independent of and superior to its own modifications, 
is not so much affirmed as acquired. The essence, in short, 
of the Coleridgian ontology consists in the alteration of a 
single though a very important word in the well-known 
Cartesian formula. Cogito ergo sum had been shown by 
Hume to involve an illicit process of reasoning. Descartes, 
according to tbe Scottish sceptic, had no right to have said 
more than Cogito ergo cogilationes sunt. But sabstitnte 
wilUng for thinking, convert tbe formula into Vido ergo 
sum, and it becomes irrefragable. 

So far as I can perceive, it would have be^ sufficient 
for Mr. Green's subsequent argument to bave thus estab- 
lished tbe position of the will as tbe ultimate fact of con- 
sciousness, but he goes on to assert tbat he baa thus se- 
cured the immovable ground of a philosophy of Realism, 
For since man, " in affirming bis Personality by the verb 
Gubsttmtive I am, asserts, nay, acquires, the knowledge of 
his own Substance as a Spiritual being, and thereby knows 
what aubatacce truly and properly is, so be contemplates 
the ontwnrd, persons or things, as subjects partaking of 
reality by virtue of the same substance of which be is cou' 
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scioiiB ID hb own person." So far, however, from tJui 
being a pliilosopliy of RL'alisra, it ia in effect, if not indeed 
in actual terms, a philosophy of Idealism. I, at least, am 
unable to sec how anj Idealist, from Berkeley downwacds^ 
could ask for a better definition of hia theory of the ex- 
ternal world than that it " partakes of reality by virtue of . 
the same substaaee of which he is conscious in hia ovm ] 
poreon." 

But it ia, of course, with the second volume of Mr. 
Green's work that one is chiefly concerned. Had Cole- 
ridge been a mere Tranaccndentsliat for TiTtnacendcntal- 
ism's sake, had there been no connection between his phi- 
losophy of Being and his religious creed, it might be a 
question whether even the highly condensed and neoessfl- 
rily iinperfeot sketch which has here been given of it would 
not liave been superfluous and out of place. But Coleridge 
was a Theosophist ftrst, and a pbibsophcr afterwards; it 
was mainly as an organon of religion tiiat he valued hia 
philosophy, and it was to the development and perfection 
of it, as suck organoa, tliat he may be said to have de- 
voted, so far as it could be redeemed from its enthralment 
to lower necessities, the whole of the latter half of bia 
career. No account of his life, therefore, could be com- 
plete without at least some brief glance at the details of 
this notable attempt to lead the world to true religion by 
the road of the Transcendental philosophy. It is difficult, 
of course, for those who have been trained in a wholly 
different school of thought to do justice to processes of 
reasoning carried on, as they cannot but hold, in terms 
of the inconceivable; it ia still more difficult to be aare 
that yoD have done justice to it after all has been said ; 
and I think that no candid student of the Coleridgian 
philosophico-theology (not being a professed disciple of 
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it. und therefore bound, at an^ rate, tu fvigu familiarity 
with inconiprehensiUilitiea) will deny tliat he is often com- 
pelled to formulate its poattioos and recite its processes in 
somewLat of tbo same modest and confiding spirit as ani- 
mates those youthful geometricians who learn their Euclid 
by heart With this proviso I will, as briefly as may be, 
trace the course of the dialectic by which Mr. Green seeks 
to make the Coleridgian metaphysics demonstrative of tlie 
truth of Christianity. 

Having shown that the Will is the true and the only } 
tenable bane of Philosophic Itealiam, the writer next pro- 
ceeds to explain the growth of the Soul, from its niJi- 
mental strivings in its fallen condition to the development 
of its spiritual capabilities, and to trace its ascent to the 
conception of the Idea of God. The argument — 
may apply so definite a name to a process which is 
tinually forced to appeal to something that may perhaps 
be higher, but is certainly other than the ratiocinative fac- 
ulty — is founded partly on moral and partly on intellectual 
considerntions. By an analysis of the moral phenomena 
associated with the action of the human will, and, in par- 
ticular, of the conflict which arises between " the tendency 
of all Will to make itself absolute," and the coDsciousnefl.s 
that, under the conditions of man's fallen state, nothing 
but misery could result both to the individual and the race 
from the fulfilment of this tendency — Mr. Green shows 
bow the SonI, or the Reason, or the Speculative Intellect 
(for he seems to nse all three expreaaions indiscriminati'iy) 
is morally prepared for the reception of the truth which 
his Understanding alone could never have compassed — 
the Idea of God. Tliia is in effect neither more nor less 
than a restatement of that time-honoured argument for 
the existence of some Being of perfect holiness which lia» 
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klwajs weighed so mach with men of high epintaariiy tu 
to blind them to the fact of its nctually enhaacing the 
intellectual difficulties of the situntion. Man possesses a 
Will which longs to fulfil itself ; but it is coupled with a 
nature which constantly impcli; him to those gratifications 
of will which tend not to self-preaervatioD and progress, 
but to their contraries. Surely, then, on the strength of 
the mere law of life, which prevails everywhere, there 
must bo some higher archetypal Will, to which human 
wills, or rather certain selected examples of tbem, maj 
more and more conform themselves, and in which the 
union of unlimited efficiency in operation with unqualified 
purity of aim has been once for all effected. Or to pnt 
it yet another way : The life of the virtuons man is a life 
aQxiliary to the preservation and progress of the race ; but 
his will is under restraint. The will of the vicious man 
energises freely enough, but his life is hostile to the pres- 
ervation and progress of the race. Now the natural and 
essential nisus of all Will is towards absolute freedom. 
But nothing in life has a. natural and essential niiut to- 
wards that which tends to its deterioration and extinction. 
Therefore, there must be some ultimate means of recon- 
ciling absolute freedom of the Will with perfectly salutary 
conditions of its exercise. And since Mr. Green, like his 
master and all other Platonists, is incapable of stopping 
here, and contenting himself with assuming the existence 
of a " stream of tendency " which will gradually bring 
the human will into the required conditions, he here 
mates the inevitable Platonic jump, and proceeds to con- 
clude that there must he a self-existent ideal Will in which 
absolute freedom and power concur with perfect purity 
and holiness. 

So much for the moral part of Mr. Green's proof, which 
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BO far fails, it will be observed, to cany as much beyood 
the Pantheistic positiun. It has, that is to saj, to be 
proved that the "power not ourselves," which has beeo 
called Will, originates in sorae source to which we should 
be rationally jastified in giving the name of " God ;" and, 
eingnjar as snch a thing may seem, it is impossible at any 
rate for the logic of the understanding to regard Mr. 
Green's argument on this point as otherwise than hope- 
lessly circular. The half-dozen pages or so which he 
devotes to the refutation of the Pantheistic view reduce 
themselves to the following simple petilio pritidpii: the 
power is first assamed to be a Will ; it ia next affirmed 
with perfect truth that the very notion of Will would 
escape us except under the condition of Personality ; and 
from this the existence of a personal God as the source of 
the power in question deduced. And the same vice un- 
derlies the further argument by which Mr. Green meets 
the familiar objection to the personality of the Absolute 
as involving contradictory conceptions. An infinite Per- 
son, he argues, is no contradiction in terms, unless " finition 
or limitation " be regarded as identical with " negation " 
(which, when applied to a hypothetical Infinite, one would 
surely think it is) ; and an Absolute Will is not the less 
absolute from being self-determined all inCrd. For how, 
he asks, can any Will which is causative of reality be con- 
ceived as a Will except by conceiving it as w Jiniens, pre- 
determining itself to the specific processes required by the 
act of causation! How, indeed? But the answer of a 
Pantheist would of course be that the very impossibiiity 
of conceiving of Will except as «e finiem is his very ground 
for rejecting the notion of a volitional (in the sense of a 
personal) origin of the cosmos. 

However, it is beyond my purposes to enter into anj 
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detailed criticism of Mr. Green's position, more especially 

as I have not yet reached tlie central and capital point of 
his BpiritQal philosophy — the construction of the Chria- 
tian theology on the basis of the CDlGridg:ian metaphysics. 
Uaving deduced the Idea of God from man's conacious- 
neaa of an individual Will perpetudly affirming itself, Mr. 
Green proceeds to evolve the Idea of the Trinity, by (aa 
he considers it) an equally necessary process from two of 
the invariable accoiopaDiments of the above-mentioned 
introspective act. " For as in our conscionsness," he tmly 
says, "we are under the necessity of distinguishing the 
relation of ' myself,' now as the mbject thinking and now 
as the object contemplated in the manifold of thought, so 
we might express the relations in the Divine instance aa 
J}eu» SiibJBctivus and Diua ObjtcHvus — that is, the Ab- 
solute Subjectivity or Supreme Will, uttering itself as and 
contemplating itself in the Absolute Objectivity or pleni- 
tude of Being eternally and causatively realised in his Per- 
sonality." Whence it follows (so runs or seema to ran 
the argument) that the Idea of God the Father as oeces- 
sarily involves the Idea of God the Son as the "I" who, 
as the tliinking subject, contemplate myself, implies the 
contemplated "Mc" as the object thought of. Again, 
the man who reflects on the fact of his conscionanesa, 
"which discloses to him the unavoidable opposition of 
subject and object in the self of which he is conscious, 
cannot fail to see that the conscious mind requires not 
only tile distinction in order to the act of reflection in 
itself, but the continual sense of the relative nature of the 
distinction and of the essential oneness of the mind iteelf." 
Whence it follows (so runs or seems to run the argument) 
that the Idea of the first two Persons of the Trinity as 
necessarily involves the Idea of the Third Person, as the 
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contemplation of the "Me" by the "I" implies the pec- f\ 
petaal conscioa^ness tbat tlie contemplator and the con- \ 
templated — the " I " and the " Mb " — are one. In this 
manner ia the Idea of the Trinity ^own to he involved i 
in the Idea of God, and to arise oat of it by an implica- 
tion as necessary as chat which connects together the 
three phases of conscionsnesa attendant upon every self- / 
contemplative act of the individual mind.' I 

It may readily be imagined that after the Speculative 
Reason Las heeu made to perform aach feats as these the 
remainder of the work proposed to it could present no 
serious difficulty. And in the half-dozen chapters which 
follow it is made to evolve in succession the doctrine of 
the Incarnation, the Advent, and the Atonement of Christ, 
and to enplain the mysteries of the fall of man and of 
original sin. Consideretl in the aspect in which Coleridge 
himself would have preferred to regard his pupil's work, 
namely as a systematic attempt to lead the minds of men 
to Christianity by an intellectual route, no more hopeless 
enterprise perhaps could have been conceived than that 
embodied in these volumes. It is like offering a traveller 
a guide-book written in hieroglyphics. Upon the most 
liberal computation it is probable that not one-fourth part 

' Were it not hanariiouB to treat processes of the Speculative Bea^ 
aoQ as we deal with the vulgar dialectic of the Uuderatanding, one 
would be diapaeed to rep1; tlist if the above argument proves the 
\e of three persona in tlie Godhead, it must equalt; prove tbe 
X of three persona m every man who lefleots upon his oon- 
acious self. That the Divine Mind, when engaged in tlis act of 3elf- 
contempladon, tnuat be conceived under three rdaliims is doubtless 
is true aa that the human mind, when ao engaged, muat be so con- 
ceived ; hut that these three relatiom are bo many objectire realittM 
IS what Mr. Green aaaerta indeed a few pages failher ou, but what 
he nowhere attempts to prove. 
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of educated mankind arc capable of bo much as compre' 
hending the philosophic doctrine upon which Coleridge 
seeks to base Christianity, and it is doubtful whether any 
but a still smaller fraction of these would admit that the 
foundation was capable of supporting the superstructure. 
That the writings of the pupil, like the teachings of the 
master whom he interprets, may serve the cause of relig- 
ion in another than an intellectual way is possible enough. 
Not a few of the functions assigned to the Speculative 
Keason will strike many of na as moral and spiritual rath- 
er than intellectual in their character, and the appeal to 
them is in fact an appeal to man to chasten the lower 
passions of bis nature, and to discipline his unruly will. 
Exhortations of that kind are religious all the world of 
philosophy over, and will succeed in proportion to the 
moral fervour and oratorical power which distinguish them. 
But if the benefits of Coleridge's theological teachings are 
to be reduced to this, it would of course have been much 
better to have dissociated them altogether from the es- 
ceedingly abstruse metaphysic to which they haye been 
wedded. 





CHAPTER XIT. 

ffI8 LATBK TEARS. — HIS 



Thb critic who would eudeavour to appreciate the posi- 
tion which Coleridge fills in the liiatory of Htertiture nod 
thonght for the first half of the nineteenth century must, if 
he possesses ordinary candour and courage, be^s, 1 titink, 
with a confession. He must confess an inability to com- 
prehend the precise manner in which that position was at- 
tained, and the precise grounds on which it was recognized. 
For vast as were Coleridge's powers of thought and cspres- 
sion, and splendid, if incomplete, as is the record which 
they have left behind them in his works, they were never 
directed to purposes of instruction or persuasion in any- 
thing like that systematic and concentrated manner which 
is necessary to him who would found a school. Cole- 
ridge's writings on philosophical and theological subjects 
were essentially discursive, fragmentary, incomplete. Even 
when he professes an intention of eshauating his subject and 
affects a logical arrangement, it is not long before he forget* 
the design and departs from the order. Uis disquisitions 
are in no sense connected treatises on the subjects to which 
they relate. Brilliant aperfua, gnomic sayings, lljghts of 
fervid eloquence, infinitely suggestive reflections — of these 
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there U enoagh and to tipare ; litit tlies«, thuugb an ample 
equipment for tbe critic, are not satSuieot for the coastrac- 
tive pliilosopber. Nalbi&g, it tnast Ue frankly said, in 
Coleridge's philosophical and theolc^cal writiDgs — noth- 
ing, that is to SBj, which appeals in them to the mere in- 
telligence — suffices to explain, at least to the appreciation 
of posterity, the fact that he was surrounded during tbe% 
closing years of his life by an eager crowd of real or snp- 
poMd disciples, inclnding two, at any rate, of tbe moet 
mnarkable penonalitiee of the time. And if aotbing in 
Coleridge's writings serves to account for it, so neither 
does anything traceable or tangible in tbe mere matter of 
his conversations. This last point, however, is one which 
must be for tbe present reserved- I wish for the moment 
to confine myself to the fact of Coleridge's position during 
his hkter life at Uighgatc. To this we have, as we all 
know, an extremely eminent witness, and one from whose 
evidence moat people, one may suppose, are by this time 
able to make their own deductions in all matters relating 
to the persons with whom he was brought into contact. 
Carlyle on Charles Lamb, ft;w as tbe sour sentences are, 
must always warn us to be careful bow we follow Carlyle 
"on " anybody whomsoever. But there is no evidence of 
any ill feeling on Carlyle's part towards Coleridge — noth- 
ing but a humorous, kindly-coutemptuons compassion for 
bis weaknesses and eccentricities ; and the famous descrip- 
tion in ihe Life of Sterling may be taken therefore as a 
fairly accurate account of the mau and the circumstances 
to which it refers : 

" Coleridge Hilt 00 the brow of Higbgate Hiti in thoae years loek- 
jng dowD on London and its amokc tnmult like b sage escaped from 
of life's battle, altractlag towai'ds him [he thoughts o£ 
iunuuierahle bruTe souls still eugagod there. His cipress contribu- 
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tions to poetry, philosophr, or anj apeclGc proviDce of hutnui litera- 
ture or enlii^hteDment bad been small uid eadly interniiCteDC ; but be 
had, egpeciailj amoog juuiig iiiquiriug men, a higbar than literary, > 
kind of propbetio or laagicuui character. He wm thou^t to buld — 
he alone in England — the kej of German and oLbec TranHoendanlol- 
isms ; knew the aublime Hecret of believing bj the ' reaaon ' what the 
' nnderetanding ' had been obliged to fling out us inerudible^ and 
■ could fltill, after Hume and Voltaire had done their best and worat 
with him, profesa himself an artbodm: ChrisUan, and saj and point 
to the Chureb of England, with ila singular old nibrics and eurplioes 
at A]lha]lowtide,£!itu/ier^fua. A sublime man; wbo alone in those 
dark days had saved bia crown of apirilusi manhood, escaping from 
the black malerialiama and revolulioDar; deluges with 'God, Free- 
dom, iKunortalitj,' sUll his ; a king of men. The practical Intellet'tB 
of the Horld did not much heed bim, or carelessly reckoned him a 
metaphysical dreamer ; but to the rising spirits of the young genera- 
tion he had this dasky sublime character, and sat there oh a kind of 
Magus, girt in mystery and enigma ; his Dodona uak-grove (Mr. Gill- 
man's LouiiC at Highgate) whispering strange things, anuerlaia wheth- 
er oracloa or jargon." 

The above quotatioo would sufBcc for my immediate 
purpose, but it is impossible to deuy oneself or one's read- 
ers the pleasure of a refreshed recollection of the noblr 
landaoape- scene and the masterly portrait tbat follow : 

"The Qiilmans did not encourage much company or excitation of 
any sort round their aage ; neTertheless, access to him. If a youth did 
reverently nisb it, was not difficult. He would stroll ahout the plaas- 
oat garden with you, sit in the pleasant rooms of the place — perhaps 
take yon lo his own peculiar room, high up, with a rearward view, 
which was the chief view of all A really charming outlook in fine 
weather. Close at band wide sweeps of flowing leafy gardens, their 
few houses mostly hidden, the very chimuey-pots veiled under bloa- 
Boming umbrage, flowed gloriously down hill ; gloriously iasuing in 
iride-tofted undulating plain country, rich io all charms of field and 
town. Waving blooming country of the brightest green, dotted 
all over with handsome villas, handsome groves crossed by roads 
and hiiruan trofRc, here imii^iliblc, or heard only as a musical hum; 
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^^B and behind lU awam, under oliTe-tinted biize, the itlimitsble limitarr 

^H oceau of lioadon, witb its domes and steeples deflnite in the Bun, big 

^^1 Paul's and the msnj menioriea attauhed lo it hanging bigb over olL 

^^K Kovhere nl its kind could jou Eee s grander prospect on a bright 

^^M lummcr day, with the set of the air going southward — southward, 

^^B and so draping with the cil; enioke not you but the citf," 

^^ Then cornea the invariable final touch, the one dash of 

black — or green, shall we call it — without which the mas- 
ter left no picture tlint had r human figure in the fore- 
ground: 

"Here for hours would Coleridge talk concerning alt conceivable 
or inconceivable things; and liked nothing better than to have an 
intelligent, or, failing that, even a silent and patient human listener. 
He diatingniahed himself to ail that ever beard him aa at least the 
most surprising talker extant in this world — and to some small mi- 
Dorltj, bj no means to all, aa the mast enceileut." 

Then follows the well-known, wonderfully vivid, cynical- 
Ij pathetic sketch of the man : 

"The good man — he was now getting old, towards sixty perhaps, 
knd gave vou tbe idea of a life that had been full of anSerings; a 
life heavy-laden, half-vanquished, still animDiiiig painfully in seas of 
manifold pbjsiual and other bewilderment. Brow aud bead were 
round and of massive weight, but the face was flabby and irresolute. 
The deep eyes, of a light hazel, were as full of sorrow as of inipira- 
tion ; confused pain looked mildly from them, as in a kind of mild 
aBtonishment. The whole figure and air, good and amiable otherwise, 
might l>e called flabby and irresolute; eipresaive of weakness under 
poBSibility of strength. He hung loosely on bis limbs, witb knees 
beut, and stooping attitude; in walking he rather shulSed than de- 
cisively slept; and a lady once remarked he never could Sx which 
side of the garden-walk would suit him best, but continually shitted, 
corkscrew fashion, and kept trying both ; a heary-laden, high-aspir- 
ing, and surely much-suffering man. His voice, naturally soft and 
good, had contracted ilaelf into a plahiUve snuffle and sing-song; he 
.3 if preaching — you could have said preachiug earnestly and 
ahnoet hopelessly the weightiest things. I still recollect his ' object' 
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and ' subject,' terms of conlinaal recurrence in the Eantean prov. 
inoe; and how he sang and snuffled them inlo ' om-m-ject ' and 
' Bun-m-n] ject,' with a kind of solcron shake or quaTer aa be rolled 
miong.' No talk in hia oeuturj or in an; other oould be more Bur- 
prising." 

Snch, as he appeared to this half - con temptnoaa, half- 
compassionate, but ever acute observer, was Coleridge at 
this the zcDith of bis influence over the nascent thought 
of his day. Such to Carljle seemed the manner of the 
deliverance of the oracles ; in his view of their matter, as 
ne all know from an equally well-remembered passage, his 
tolerance disappears, and hia account here, with all its 
L racy humour, is almost wholly impatient Talk, " suffering 
m no interruption, however reverent, hastily putting aside 
^ all foreign additions, annotation, or most ingenuous de- 
sires for elucidation, as well - meant superfluities which 
would never do;" talk "not flowing any whither, like a 
river, hut spreading everywhither in inextricable currents 

>and regurgitations like a lake or sea;" a "confused unin- 
telligible flood of utterance, threatening to submerge all 
known landmarks of thought and drown the world with 
you" — this, it must be admitted, is not an easily recog- 
nisable description of the Word of Life. Nor, certainly, 
does Cariyle's own personal experience of its preaching 
and effects — he having beard the preacher talk "with 

' No one who recollects the equally singular manner in which an- 
other most di9tinguislieil metaplijsician — -the late Dean Manacl — waa 
wont to quaver forth his admirably turned and often liighly eloquent 
phrases of philosophical exposition, can fail to be reniinded of him 
by the above desoripti»n. No two teniperanieiita or hiatoriea, how- 
I ever, oould be more dissiniilar. The two philosophera resembled each 
H other in nothing save Che "otn-mject" and " sutn-mject " of Ch^ 
H atudiea. 
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e^er nmstoal enei^y two stricken boura, bis face radiaiit 
and moist, and communicate no meaning wliatsocver to 
anj individual of bis hearers " — certain of whom, the nar- 
rator for one, " still kept eagerly listening in hope, while 
the moat had long before given up and formed (if the 
room WHS !ai^ enough) humming groups of their own." 
" He began anywhere," continues this irresistibly comic 
sketch ; " yon put some question to him, made some sug- 
gestive observation ; instead of answering tliis, or decid- 
edly setting out towards an answer of it, he wonJd ac- 
cumulate formidable apparatus, logical swim-bladders, tran- 
scendental life-preservers, and other precaationary and 
vehiculatory gear for setting out; perhaps did at last get 
under way — hut was swiftly solicited, turned aside by the 
flame of some radiant new game on this hand or on that 
into new coorees, and ever into new ; and before long 
into all the nniverse, where it was uncertain what game 
you would catch, or whether any." He had, indeed, ac- 
cording to tbe dissatisfied listener, " not the least talent 
for explaining this or anything to them ; and you swam 
and fluttered on the mistiest, wide, unintelligible daluge 
of things for most part in a rather profitless uncomfort- 
able manner." And the few vivid phrases of eulogy which 
follow seem only to deepen by contrast the prevailing hue 
of the picture. The "glorious islets" which were some- 
times seen to "rise out of the haze," the "balmy sunny 
islets of the blest and the intelligible, at whose emergence 
the secondary humming group would all e^^e humming 
and hang breathless upon the eloquent words, till 
your islet got wrapped in the mist again, and they would 
humming"— these, it seems to be suggested, 
but rarely revealed themselves', but "eloquent, artistically 
expressive words you always had; piercing radianoea of 
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a most subtle insight ratnie at intervals ; tones of noble 
piotts sympathy, recognisable aa pious tliough strangely 
coJoiired, were nevm wanting loag; but, in general, you 
could not call this aimloae cload-capt, clood-bonnd, law- 
tesely meandering discourse, by the name of excellent talk, 
but only of SHrptiaing. . . , The moaning sing-song of 
that tbeosophico-metaphysical monotony left in you at iast 
u very dreary feeling." 

It is tolerably clear, I think, that some considerable dis- 
count must be allowed upon the Bum of disparagement jn 
this famous criticism. We have learnt, indeed, to be more 
on the look-out for the disturbing influences of tempera- 
ment in the judgmi^nts of this atrabilious observer than 
was the case when the Life of Sterlinff was written, aad 
it is difficult to doubt tbut the unfavourable strokes iD 
the above-quoted description have been unduly multiplied 
and deepened, piirtly in the mere waywardness of a sar- 
castjc humour, and partly perhaps from a less excusable 
cause. It is always dangerous to accept one remarkable 
talker's view of the characteristics of another ; and if this 
is true of men who merely compete with each other in 
the ordinary give-and-tuke of tlie dinner-table epigramma- 
tist and raconteur, the caution is doubly necessary in the 
case of two rival prophets— two competing oraoles. There 
are those among us who hold that the conversation of the 
Chelsea s^e, in hia later years, resembled hia 
Hcription of the Highgate philosopher's, in this, at 
rate, that it was mightily intolerant of interruption ; 
one is apt to suspect that at no time of his life did 
lyle " understand dnoli^ue " much better than Coleridge. 
It is probable enough, therefore, that the young lay-preacb- 
er did not quite relish being sileaced by the elder, 
that his account of the sermons was coloured by th< 
9* 
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olleL'tion that his own reniMDcd tindelivered. There is fin 
abundance of evidence that the "glorious islets'' cmei^ed 
far more ofteD from the transcendental hae« than Carljle 
would have ub suppose. Hazlitt, a bitter assailant of 
Coleridge's, and nhose canstic remark that " bis talk was 
excellent if yon let him start from no premisses and come 
to no conclusion," is cited with approval by Carlyle, faaa 
elsewhere spoken of Coleridge as the only person from 
whom be ever learned anything, has said of him that 
though he talked on forever you wished him to talk on 
forever, that " his thoughts did not seem to come with 
labour and effort, but as if borne on the gusts of genius, 
and as if the wings of his imagination lifted him from his 
feet." And besides this teetimooy to the eloquence which 
Carlyle only but inadequately recognises, one should set 
for what it is worth De Quincey's evidence to that eonae- 
qnence of thought which Carlyle denies altogether. To 
De Quincey the complaint tbat Coleridge wandered in 
bis talk appeared unjust. According to him the great di&- 
courser only " seemed to wander," and he seemed to wan- 
der the most " when in fact his resistance to the wander- 
ing instinct was greatest, viz., when the compass and hage 
circuit by whieb his illustrations moved travelled farthest 
into remote regions before they began to revolve. Long 
before this coming ronnd commenced, most people had 
lost bim, and, naturally enough, supposed that he had lost 
himself. They continued to admire the separate beauty 
of the thoughts, but did not see their relations to the 
dominant theme," De Quincey, however, declares posi- 
tively in the faith of his " long and intimate knowledge 
of Coleridge's mind, that logic the most severe was as in- 
alienable from his modes of thinking as grammar from 
his language." 



XIl] CKLElllDliE'S DISCOURSE. 193 

Nor sbould wo omit the testimony oE another, a more 
partiflJ, perliHjJS, but evon bettor informed judge. The 
Table Talk, edited by Miv Nelson Coleridge, shows how 
pregQBDt, how pithy, how full of subtle obBervation, and 
often also of pUyfui humour, could be the talk of the 
great discoiirser in its lighter and more coUoqTiial forma. 
The book indomi is, to the thinking of one, at any rate, 
of its frequent readers, among the most delightful in the 
world. But thus spcnks its editor of his uncle's conversa- 
tion in his mure serious moods: 

"To pass an entire day witli Coleridge waa a marvallouB change 
indeed [from the talk of dail,T life]. It was a Sabbath past eiprea. 
(uon, deep and tranquil and serene. You came to a man who had 
travelled in many countries and in oiitical times; who had aeen and 
felt the world in moat of its laoks and in many of its viciseitudea 
and weakneasee ; one to whom all literature and art were absolutely 
Bubject; and to whom, with a reasonable allowance as to lecbnical 
delaiis, all science was, in a most extraordinary degree, familiar. 
Throughout a long-drawn summer's day would this man talk to you 
in low, equable, but clear and musical tones concerning things hu- 
man and divine ; roacshnlling all history, bannoniaing all experiment, 
probing the depths of your consciousness, and revealing visions of 
glory and terror to the imagination ; but pouring withai such flooda 
of tight upon the mind that you might for a season, Uke Fanl, beoouie 
blind in the very act of conversion. And this he would do without 
so much as one allusion to hunaelf, without a word of reOecdon upon 
others, 9ave when any given art fell naturally in the way of bis dis- 
oourse ; without one anecdote tliat was not proof and iilustraUon of 
a previous position ; gratifying no passion, indulging no caprice, hut, 
with a calm mastery over your soul, leading you onward and onward 
forever through a thousand windings, yet with no pause, to same 
magnificent point in which, as in a focus, all the pard-coloured rays 
of hia disoourae should converge in light. In all these he wiis, in 
truth, your teacher and guide ; but in a little while you might foi'get 
B that he was other than a fellow-student and the companion of your 
H way — BO playful was his manner, so simple hia language, so affection 
H ate the glance of his eyt I " 
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Impreasive, however, as these displays may ha»e been, it 
is impossible to aoppose tbut their direct Uidacttc value 
as discourses was at all considerable. Such as it was, more- 
over, it was coafiDed in all probability to an cxtreoiely ' 
select circle of foUowMs. A few mystics of the type of 
Maurice, a few eager seekers after truth like Sterlit^, may 
have gathered, or fancied tbey gathered, distinct dogmatic 
instruction from the Higbgate oracles ; and no doubt, to 
tlie extent of bis infiucucc over the former of these disci- 
ples, we may justly credit Coleridge's discourses with hay- 
ing exercised a real if only a transitory directive effect upon 
siueteenth-century thought. But the terras in which his 
influence is sometimes t^poken of appear, as far as one can 
jadge of the matter at this distance of time, to be greatly ' 
esa^eratod. To apeak of it in the same way as we arc — 
or were — accustomed to speak of the influence of Carlyle, 
is to subject it to an altogether inappropriate compaiison. 
It is not merely that Coloiidge founded no recognisable 
school, for neither did Carlyle. It is that the former can 
show absolutely nothing at all resembling that sort of 
power which enabled the latter to lay hold upon all the 
youthful minds of his time — minds of the most dbparate 
orders and associated with the utmost diversities of tem- 
perament, and detain thcin in a captivity which, briaf as h 
may have been in some cases, has in no case failed to letnv 
its marks behind it. Over a few spirits already prepared 
to receive them Coleridge's teachings no doubt exerted 
power, hut he led no soul captive against its will. There , 
are few middle-aged men of active intelligence at the pte»- , 
ent day who can avoid a confession of having "taken" 
CarlylisTU in their youth ; but no mental constitntions not < 
predisposed to it could ever have caught Coleridgisra at 
all- There is indeed no moral theory of life, there are 
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maxims of conduct, auuh as youth above all tbings craves 
for, in Coleridge's teachiDg. Apart from the intrinsic dit- 
ficuities of the task to which he invitee his disciples, it 
labours ander a primary and essential disadvanti^ of post- 
poning moral to intellectual liberation. Contrive soniehov 
or other to attain to jiiat ideas as to the capacities and lim- 
itatioas of human consciousness, considered especially in 
relation to its two important and eternally distinct func- 
tions, the Reason and the Understanding, and peace of 
mind shall in due time be added unto you. That is in 
effect Coleridge's answer to the inquirer who consults him ; 
and if the distinction between the Reason and the TTnder- 
standing were as obvious as it is obscure to the average 
nn metaphysical mind, and of a value as assured for the 
purpose to which Coleridge applies it as it is uncertain, the 
answer would nevertheless send many a would-be disciple 
sorrowful away. His natural impulse is to urge the oracle to 
tellhira whether there be not some one moral attitude which 
he can wisely and worthily adopt towards the universe, 
whatever theory ho may form of his mental relations to it, 
or without forming any such theory at all. And it was 
because Carlyle supplied, or was believed to supply an 
answer, such as it was, to this universal question, that his 
train of followers, voluntary and involuntary, permanent 
and temporary, has been so large. 

It appears to me, therefore, on as careful an examination 
of the point as the data admit of, that Coleridge's position 
in these latter days of his life has been somewhat mytli- 
ically exalted by the generation which succeeded him. 
There are, I think, distinct traces of a Coleridgian legend 
which has only slowly died out. The actual truth I believo 
to be that Coleridge's position from 1818 or 1820 till his 
death, though one of the greatest e 



IH CULERIDGE. [en 

one of the highest, or even of any considerable inflaen 
Futnu and hoaour, in the fullest measure, were no doubt 
his: in tbut mutter, indeed, be was only receiving payment 
of long-delayed arrears. The poetic school with which he 
was, though not with entire accuracy, associated, had oat- 
lived its period of contempt and obloquy. In spite of the 
two quarterlies, the Tory review hostile, its Whig rival coldly 
silent, the public had recognised the high imaginative merit 
of ChriilaM ; and who knows but that if the Srst edition 
of the Lyrical Ballada had appeared at this date icstead 
of twenty years before, it wonlil have obtained a certain 
number of readers even among landsmen ? ' But over and 
above the published works of the poet there were those 
extraordinary peraoDal characteristics to which the fame of 
bis woika of course attracted a far larger share than f 
merly of popular attention. A remarkable man has more 
attractive power over the mass of maukind tijan the most 
remarkable of books, and it was because the report of 
Coleridge among those who knew him was more stimulat- 
ing to public curiosity than even the greatest of his poems, 
that his celebrity in these latter years attained such propoi 
tions. Wordsworth said that though " he had seen many 
men do wonderful things, Coleridge was the only wonderful 
man he had ever met," and it was not the doer of wonder- 
ful things but the wonderful man that English society in 
those days went out to see. Seeing would have been 
enough, hut for a certain number there was hearing too, 
with the report of it for all ; and it is not surprising that 
fame of the marvellous diacoureer should, in mere virtue of 

' The Longm&na told Coleridge that the ^ntcr pnrt of the first 
edition of the Lyrical Ballads hnd been solj to Buafanng men, w 
having heard of tbe Aiidail Mariner, took the volume for b. Da 
song-book. 
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his extraordiaary power of improvised speecli, liis limitless 
and untiriug mustcry ot articulate words, have riaeu to a 
heigbt to whiuh writers wbose only voice ia in their pena 
can never hope to attain. 

A reputation of that kind, however, must necessarily 
perish with its possessor ; and Coleridge's posthumous re- 
nown has grown, his place in English literature has become 
more assured, if it has not been even fixed higher, since 
his death than during his lifetime. This ia, in part no 
doubt, one among the consequences of those ?ery defects 
of character which so unfortunately limited his actual 
achievements. He has been credited by faith, as it were, 
with those famous " unwritten books " of which he assured 
Charles Lamb that the titles alone would fill a volume, and 
such "popular reputation," in the strict sense of the word, 
as he has left behind him, is measured rather by what he 
was thonght capable of doing than by what he did. By 
serious students, however, the real worth of Coleridge will 
be diSetentlj estimated. For them his peculiar value to 
English literature ia not only nndiminished by the incom- 
pleteness of his work ; it has been, in a certain sense, en- 
hanced thereby. Or, perhaps, it would be more strictly 
accurate to say that the value could not have existed wtth- 
oot the incompleteness. A Coleridge with the faculty of 
concentration, and the habit of method superadded — a 
Coleridge capable of becoming possessed by any one form 
of intellectual enef^y to the exclusion of all others — -might, 
indeed, have left behind him a more enduring reputation 
as a philosopher, and possibly (although this, for reasons 
already stated, is, in my own opinion, extremely doubtful) 
bequeathed to his countrymen more poetry destined to live ; 
hut, nnquestionably, he would never have been able to ren- 
der that precise service to modem thonght and literature 



COLERIDGE. 






■ 

■ all 

■ far 
■ 



wkteh, ill fact, they owe to Lira. To have exercised his 

vivifjring aod fertilising inflaeacc over the minds of others 
liis intellect was bound to be of the dispersive order; it 
was essential that he should " take all knon'ledge to be bis 
province," and that that eager, subtle, and penetrative mind 
shonld range as freely as it did over subject after subject 
of human interest-^illuminating each of thorn in turn 
with those rays of true critical insight which, junid many 
bewildering cross-lights and some few downright iffties 
fatal, flash forth upon ■as from all Coleridge's work. 

Of the personal weaknesses which prevented the just 
development of the powers, enongh, perhaps, has been in- 
cidentally said in the course of this volume. But, in sum- 
ming up his history, I shall not, I trust, be thought to jodge 
the roan too harshly in saying that, though the natural dis- 
advantages of wretched health, almost from boyhood up- 
ward, must, in common fairness, he admitted in partial es' 
cuse for his failure, they do not cxcnse it altogether. It 
is difficult not to feci that Coleridge's character, apart alto- 
gether from defects of physical constitution, was wanting 
in manliness of fibre. His willingness to accept assistutce 
at the hands of others is too manifestly displayed even at 
the earlier and more robust period of his life. It would be 
a mistake, of course, in dealing with a literary man of Cole- 
ridge's era, to apply the same standards as obtain in our 
own days. Wordsworth, as we have seen, made no scruple 
to accept the benevolences of the Wedgwoods. Southey, 
the type of independence and self-help, was, for some years, 
ipt of a pension from a private source. Bnt Cole- 
ridge, as Miss Meteyard's disclosures have shown, was at 
all times far more willing to depend npon others, and was 
far less scmpnlons about soliciting their bounty, th&a was 
either of his two friends. Had he shared more of the spirit 
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vbicb made JohnBon refuse to owe to the benevolencfi of 
others what Pi'ovidence had enabled bim to do for himself, 
it miglit haye been bettfir,-DO doubt, for the world and for 
the work which ho did thereio. 

But when we consider what that work was, how varied 
and bow wonderful, it seems idle — nay, it seema angrate- 
f ul and ungracious — to speculate too curiously on what fur- 
ther or other benefits this great intellect might have con- 
ferred upon mankind, had its possessor been endowed with 
those quahties of resoiution and independence which he 
lacked. Tbut Coleridge so often only ihowi the way, and 
ao seldom guides our steps along it to the end, is no jnst 
ground of complaint. It would be as nnreasonable to com- 
plain of a heacon-light that it is not a steam-tug, and for- 
get in the incompleteness of its separate services the glory 
of their number. It is a more resaonablo objection that 
the light itself ia too often liable to obscuration — that it 
stands erected upon a rock too often enshrouded by the 
mists of its encircling sea. But even this objection should 
not too greatly weigh with us. It would be wiser and bet- 
ter for us to dwell rather upon its splendour aud helpful- 
ness in the hours of its efficacy, to think how vast is then 
the expanse of waters which it illuminates, and its radiance 
how steady and si 
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uarkable. But moat of all he has shown tlie pity and the 
boantyof homan lifi!, most of nil he has ealiirged the boundA- 
ries of sympatliy and charity, — itfew York Trihmie. 
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